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MABEL LEE.

OHAPTER 1.
MAKING UP T8 MIND,

Trzer had been a ghower in the earlier

part of the day, but the April afternoon was
very fair and peaceful, full of the fragrance
of opening blossoms, the rustle of half-grown
leavas, the glitter of rgin-drops, the glimmer
of capricions sunlight, the twitter of full-
“throated birds, the tender beauty, and the
whole indescribable charm of the spring-
time, when a sturdy horseman rode up to
the door of Seyton Homse, and calling to
one of two negro boys, who were making a
prost desl of play and very little work for
themselves on its broad, green lawn, asked
-where their master was.

“You'll find him jin the liberry, Mr.
Blake,” answered: the nearest one, touch-
ing his hat, with that sabtle mixfure of re-
speet and fmniliarity only possible to the ser-

vant of the ancient régime) - “He looked.
out of the window g little while back, and

axed if you hadn’t come yet. Hold Brown
Jerry?  Yes, sir. Mus’ I $ake him to the
. stable? "

"+ % No," said Mr. Blake, dismounting as he
spoke. “ No—I sha'n’tbelong, . Walk him

till he qools off, and then fasten him here.
What are you doing, or pretending to do?"

“ Rolling the lawn, sir. Mr, Farris set
© us at 1. ‘

% Mr. Farris might botter have stayed to
- see it. done, then, You may tell him so,
_when he comes, In the hbrary, did you

say?”

“Although he asked the question, he did.
not wait for an answer, but strode away at. -
onee, skirting the lofty front.portico, the-
‘ jutting bay-windows, and the many angles
in which Beyton Honse, abqupded until he:
turned. suddenly upon & broad terrage, sef-
out with vases and balustrade in the Ttalian -
style, and commanding a strikingly, magnifi-
eent view-—a, view. 80, magnificent, indeed,
and so important in the story which iz fo
come, that it merits a fow words of careful
description gnd careful aftention. .. . . .

First, however, it may be well to state .
that Seyton House was one of those solid
and somewhat stately .relics of. colonial.
tirnes which are yeb to be found at inter-
vals throughout Virginia and, the Carolinas,
and that it had been built by one of the
many Qavalier adventurers, of. gopd  blood
but scanty fortune, whe thronged the shores
of America during “the reign of . Elizgbeth
and her Btuart suceessors—-one whom strin-
gent. clroumstances, chiefly of 3, pecumary‘
nature, foreed from the gay shades.of White-.
hall; who, after eruising with the bold bue-
caneers of the Caribbean Hea, and domg bat-
tle with the warlike Indians of the.new Fl
Dorado, at.last chanced upon that, mine of
virgin gold to, seek .which .he had set forth .
on hig lifa of adventure. Years had heen.
spent in the search; however, and, when for-,
tune at last came, youth and the caparity.
of enjoyment were alike gone from, . himg. ;
The king he had. servad waa, an gxile, the.
boon companions, of his gld revels svere:
scuttered and gone: the women he had.
loved were -dead, or—worse yetl—old. and.




3 . MABEL LEE.

ugly; so, sadly enough, ho resigned him-
self to the trite fact that change and time
stand atill for no man, and prepared to en-
joy his wealth where ho had found it. He
settled, therefors, in the colonies, drank
King James's health to the end of his life,
and died at last, leaving bebind him two
more than ordinarily enduring monuments
of his existence, One was this stately house
which bore his usme; the other, a charge
upon his descendants never to part with, or
guffer this inheritance to be alienated from
them, but, in case the entall expired, fo ro-
new it immediately. Under English law
the fulfilment of this requirement had
been very easy, but, when the government
changed - hands, it became more difficult;
yet, even then, family pride found such good
megns fo compass its end, that for more
than a hundred years the Seyton property had
remained intact, ehiefly through a peculiar
family custom, which in time became & fam-
ily obhgatmn This custorma made it bind-
ing on every third possessor of the house
to-rensw the entail (which, sccording to
Amerioan law, could not be extended be-
yond one generation), securing the noble old
mension and the broad lands for which the
.Beytons could still show King James’s grant
to ene direct heir, and thus preserving them
from the indignity of division and spolia-
tion. This was the Beyton tradition, and,
wp to the time of which we write, no Sey-
ton had ever betrayed the trust given to
* him, or teken advaniage of that power
which rested with every thivd one—ihe
power of ceasing to renew the entail.

Thankes o this wise policy, there was n_o'
such place, far and wide, as the Seyton

place; no such stately old house, full of the
savor of wellpreserved antiquity; no such
- grand old trees as those that girdled it; no
subh trensures of pictures, plate, .and furni-
ture, as those with which it was filled; no
such fortile fields and royal woods as I:hose
that stretched around it, far asthe eye could
reach, and no such view aé that which could
be gained by standing on its southern ter-

race. TFor the dead and gone Cavalier who | .

first melected this site for'his future home,
ranst have owned semething of an artist’s
eye, and sn. artist’s love of the heautifal,

At least he had placed his now eyry on the

ing conntry, crowning a lofty hill, like some
Rhineland castle, while at its feet rolled the
most beantiful of all our beantiful southern
streams—that lovely Ayre, which, sweep-
ing down through all the rich lowlands and
fortile plains, never loses the crystal pu-

whelmed in the vast Atlantie,

Standing on the terrace of Beyton House,
it would be hard to say how many miles lay
spread out like a panorama before the gaz-
er's eyo—miles of green slope and flashing
water, of graceful bills and cultivated val-
leys, of waving woods and distant moun-
taing, of all things fair and dainty ; and beau-
tiful it seemed, g¢ the April sunlight rested
on them, bringing out the delicate emerald of
early spring, the clouds of tinted blossom,
the Tickering vietssitndes of light and shad-
ow, and the orystal depths of the river that
lay under the tender sky, as blne and peace-
ful as en Italian lake. The broad lawn,
the shrubberies and gardens of the house,
stretched away on the other side, and made

ground shelved down sbruptly in almost
precipitous descent to the river-side.” There
was & narrow foot-path which wound down
the face of the bluff, but only those who
were at once very sure-footed and very sure-
headed did well to try it; while, leaning

a stone directly down, a distance of eighty
feet, into the impid waters below. A short
distance wp the stream lay 2 small istand,
which looked fair enough and picturesqne
enough to have heen the haunt of fairies
and elves unnumbered—an island half a mile
in length, by & much narrower width, and a
perfect wilderness of trees and flowers; a
place which was garlanded from end to end
by jasmine and honeysuckle, and was s
very popular resort for picnie-parties, who
often came in foree from a pretty town that

and bore its name.

Now, when Mr. Blake came out on the
terrace, he paused

round hlm N

most commanding height of &Il the nndulat- -

rity of its mountain birthright, until it is

the approach very besutiful; hut here the'

over the balustrade, it was possible to ‘drep

not very far off nestled against the river,
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‘house, whose long French windows (the
only modern improvement about it) opened

. on this side to the ground. The bright af.

ternoon was all around and about, dazzling
him with its glory, however, and it was not
uniil a voice, musical enough for a2 woman’s,
gaid, * Here I am, Blake,” that he recog-
nized the near neighborheod of his employ-
er, Mr, Seyton, Lven then he did not ses
him, but, shading his eyes with his hands,
looked eagerly toward the house, in search
of the familiar face that should have aceom-
panted those familiar tones. For they had

t . lived together forty years, these two,in a

eompanionship as intimate as their different
positions would allow. It was & long time,
and yot, to one of them at least, it ssemed
only' yesterday when he had been a poor
Irish boy, fresh from an immigrant-ship,
without 'a shadow of character or recom-
mendation, whom Mr. Seyton had taken in-
to his employ out of the simple charity of
his charitable heart. It had been a mere
impulse of kindness with him, touched as
he was by the boy’s haggard face and
straightforward story, but perhaps the prov-
orb concerning thosa who entertain angels
unawares was nevor better iflustrated.—
Certainty the fine gentlemarn who stopped

‘his horse, and listened to the ragged lad

who rose up from a wayside stone to spesk
to him, did little, it would seem, which any

- Ohristion might not have done, yet our good

deeds come back to us sometimes with.the
royal usary of heaven, and out of all the
days of his Hife this day was the one which
Gervase Seyton had most cause to bless, now
that time had rolled on and made them hoth
old men. He had been at that time loaded
to the very earth with hereditery debts and
liabilities — debts and liabilities which he
saw no means of meeting, withount being the
first of his race o break in upon the domain
set aside for entail—and it was this poor
boy who seemed specially sent to clear off
the inoubus, without suffering & single rood
of the old land to pass from the old pame.

Nobody had ever called Mr. Blake an over-

seer, since the early days when he had been
promoted to a position for which there ig
1o exach American term, but which in Eng-

confidential agent; and fornearly half o cen-
tury the entire management of the Beyton
estate had rested in his'hands. The busi-
ness talent he possessed was so great- thet
he might have made a dozen fortunes for
himself while he had been working in the
Seyton interest, and making the Seyton
property thrice as valuable as it over was
before; but there was something glmost
pathetic in his dogged devotion to the per-
son and interests of the man . who had stood
between. himself and starvation; the man:
who seemed to the rest of tho world only a
graceful, fine gentleman, somewhat given to
the weaknesses of dilettants and valetadi-
rian, but whose best points and highest vir-
tues were perhaps known only to God !md
this one lonest heart, . 1

“Here I am, Blake, said thad musmal
voiee again, and this time with a decided
petulance.  What a tine you have beeny
to be surel -

“I couldn's help it, Mr Seyton,” an-
swered the other, as he came toward the
window from which the sound proceeded ;.
“T rode over to see Mr. Gross about the-
bottom-land he has heen irespassing upon;
so I didn't get vour message till about half"
an hour ago.”

“Did youn come over af onoce, then (A
“Yes, sir, I did, without losing a min--
]]{'re' n .

“That is to say, without your dmner
Just like you, Blake. I don’t think I ever
knew any man before 80 carcless of his di-
gestion, Go, and make Mrs, Nesbitt give_
you something to eat.” . b
- #Thank you, sir,” said Blake,” with a
smile, “ but I had rather not, It upsets me .
to eat out of my regular times, and T either
fake ray dinner at twelve, by the stroke of
the clook, or not at all. I would not know
what to make of myselfif T want to dlmng
gt this time of day.” =~
“It is not late excepting by a bnrbar]an
standard of time,” said Mr, Seyton. “Yon
had better $ake something.”

“If it’s all the same to you, eir, Id
rather not.” ' S
“Tt’s not.oll the same to me, in tha least.
~but I don't suppose yom care about that,

i Iand would have been af ance steward and

a8 long as -you have your own obstinate
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way, I give you up, Blake—I give you up!
and you had better take a seat.”

Mr, Blake' was accustomed to being
givén up by his employer, so he submitted
vety: quietly, and toek' the indicated seat,
Then Ye. fanned himself slowly with his
broad straw hat, and waited for Mr. Seyton
fo speaks

The room which he had thus uncere-
moniously. entered was very Iuxuriounsly
furnished, but somewhst sombre in effect,

. awing to the book-lined walls and dark oak-
en panels; a room abounding in depths of
shadow, which even the bright April sun-
shine could mot disperse, and from oub
whose mellow twilight white statues and
Husts. gloamed. with. an almost spectral ef-
foot; a room that was moderate in size and
Yery -perfect i appointment; whers Mr,

- Seyton’ spent the major par of Lig life, and
whioh therefore reflected, as in a mirror,
miuch of his character and habits—plainly
the ¥oom of & scholar more elegant than

. pfofoimd, but of one who also possessed a
- kderl approcidtion and love of art, which was
rafé indeed in his dsy and generation—and
& room that made a very effective back-
ground. for the two men mttmg by the open
window.

They were curious contrasts, these two
men! - gutions exarnples of th¢ power of
thiat hidden force which we call sometimes
sympathy and soietimes attraction,. and
whioli, overleaping all barriers of diverse
onste and diverse mature, had brought them
tpgether onf of the world — egunal in one
senae, at leastr—as friends, .

The ofie so bluff and hearty, so tell and
stmngly built, with health and resolution,
and'. fntéllect of a certain sort, too, in every
hneof the honest bronzed fnce, and every
glatod of the clear blug eyes!—a man whom
the veriest skeptic in human goodness and
humah honor might have trusted blindfold ;

" yot's faan of Whoin knaves and swindlers
would-have steerod clear by insbined ; & man
who could soonet have translited Chaldaic
thidn tonosaled a feeling, or practised & sub-
torfuge, and who, it was essy to see, pos-
gemed. to the full the courggé and devotion

- and falthfulness that have mdde his race

femotis ; & man so fall of vitelity, that his

mera presence made ordinary men sshamed”

of their dyspeptio stomachs and failing legs;
whose bands were hardened by the toil of
balfs a century, but whose port was as up-
right, whose stroke was as vigoroms, and
whose seat in the saddle was as sure, as ever
at twenty-five.

The other, so slender and pale and grace-
ful, so evidently the finest of fine gentlemen,
as he leaned back iv the depths of his por-
ple-velvet chair, and looked at the sturdy
yeomsn, who sat before him, Al his life
long, people had ealled Mr, Seyfon an ex-
ceedingly handsome man, yet his fbatures
were almost too delicate for masculine besu-

ty, and his figure was slight even to fragil-
ity, while the feef ontstretched before him

seemed tiny enough to have worn Cinderel-
1a's slipper, and the fair, blue-veined hends

that rested on his knees looked as if noth- .
ing, save lace rufiles, should have fallen over.
them, Of its own type, however, his style .

was very perfect, for he was one of the men
—and they are rare enough—upon whom
the seal of refinement is so plainly set that

o outward circumstances can affoct or-out-

ward disguises conceal it. If Mr, Seyton
had boen dressed in homespun, and placed
in a garrct, he would have looked, if any
thing, more strikingly patrician than here

under the shadow of his- own roof-tree.-
Just at present he wore a loose morning-

coat of black velvet, and the goff rich fabrie
suited him as nothing else could- possibly
have done ; svited his transparent complex-
ion and hlgh—bred face; suited the brown
oyes that had once been reckoned very fas-
cinating ; suited the silken eurls of golden-
brown hair—the hair that never grows

gray, unless from sorrow or terror—suited .

his whole appearance, which seemed more
that of soma ﬁetz'toma%tv"e of the sixteenth
century, then a commonplace man of the
commonplace to-day.

Finding at Isat that Mr. Seyton did not
geem disposed to- bresk the silence, Mr,
Blake took that office upon himself.

“Bince you have sent for me, sir, T aup- .

pose that you have made up your mind.” *

Tt was hesitatingly said, and there was

plainly anxiety of some unususl sort in the.
\gaze divected so earnestly toward Mr. Sey-
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ton—the gaze which Mr. Seyton did not:
nmeet, On the conirary, he looked straight

ont of the window, with those dresmy
brown eyes of his, ns he answered, in the
same low, musical tone: g
# Well-yes, Blake. I think I may safe-
1y say that T have made up my mind.”
- The other Jeaned cagerly forward.
“Well, sir?? =
“Well, Blake—"" A moment’s pause,
then Mr. Seyton suddenly flashed his eyes
full upon those of his companion, with two
short words, ¥ Philip Conway! "
After that, there was a profound stiil-
ness.
_Mr, Beyton was the first to speak, After
a while he leaned forward, and laid his soft,
white hand on the two hard rongh ones that
vere locked together over Blake's bat.
“0id friend,” he said, with the winning
gentleness that all his life long had wiled so
many hearts, “I knew it is hard on you, but
try and forgive me. Try and understand

me."

W Rir" said Blake, hastily, “it fen’t that
— it {sn’t myself—it isn't any thing but—"

. There csme & warmer pressuré of the
two hands that still obst.mately held them-
selves together.

“Do you think I don’t know what it
is?” he asked. “Do yod think I don’t
know that yon are considering me—the
poor lifs that is not worth an hour's pur-
chpse, remember—aond these broad acres
that you have saved from the usurer's
¢lutohes and thé suctioneer’s hammer$”

“DPm thinking of you—of nothing else
answered the other, brusquely. “ As for
the land, I saved it for you, and if—aud if
you were not here, it might go—anywhére,
to-morrow.”

“You saved it for me, yes,” said Mr.
Seyton, * but in doing that, you also saved
it for the name, We must remember that,
both of us; and yet, my poor Blake! it
would hurt you to'see the fruits of your toil
in spendthrifi hands,”

4Tt would hurt me, sir, but not an hom‘

‘Ionger than it would hurt you.”

“Well, it would ‘not hurt me ab all—

 after I ¥ag onos laid down to rest in the

‘gravoyard yonder—even if Philip -Conway

eould dissipate property which will be striet-
1y entailed upon his heir.”

% 8ir,” said Mr: Blake, and his voice rose
into somethmg of solemmty—“ sit, T’ have
told you thet I am not thinking of thé prop-
erty. Itell you soagain, Iwilleven swear
it, if you like,” ‘
~ “Then what are you thinking of? "

@ Thpt T fear harm and-evil from any one
whe bears the Conway name, or owRS, &
drop of the Conway blood.”

“Harm! To whom??

“To you, To all who may now or here-
after be brought into contact with the man
you would make your heir.”

“But what reason have you for aaymo'
thist Have yéu ovar heard sany.thing
against my nephew 77 T

“Never, sir, But I know the blood.”

. “Bo do I, for that matter, and digtrost
it as heartily as you-can. -But it is only
fair to give the boy the benefit of o donbt
He is half Seyton, you know.”

“@Bir,” gaid Blake, whose enrnestness
seemed to deepen, “the water in this vase
is very pure and good now, but if you pour
even so much as one drop of poison:in it—
would you like to drink it, then??

There is sometling very ungngwetable
in a sudden practiesl illustration, even if
that illustration, as in the present instanece,
be not altogether o just ope, “Mr. Seyton
was 4 5ood deal of a philosopher, and vary
fond of dealing in metaphor, but he fou;:d
Limself looking at the vase which had so
well served his compenion, without any sa- -
swer ready, either to silence or tebuke.
‘Wherenpon, Mr, Blake aelzed his opportu-
nity, and went on: -

“Sir,” he said, “I kiow you too well to
think I can offend you by speaking plamly
Of all the base and eruel men I have ever
known, the Philip Conway, whom yout sis-

ter married, ond who was killed’ in a duel

for foul play at a gambling-hell, was the
most base and most crael,  Bir—AMr, Beyton.
—you are fond of this old house of yours;

‘are you willing to put it into the hands of

that mdn’s son??

“Tt will be entsulad »

“What of that? Ave -any of Jis bloo&.
likely to be more trustwoithy 1% )
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‘ ““You are the most thoroughly unreason-
. able fellow I ever knew,” said Mr. Seyton,
somowhat md:gnantly “ I must make my
will and renew the entail. - You heard the
doctor when he told me that this heart-dis-
ease may carry me off at any moment—and
I must find an heir. Now, the choice rests
between Philip Conway and—"
“And your younger sister’s som, Oyril
Harding, Why not take him 27
Mz, Beyton shruggped his shoulders with
8 gesture half of petulance, half of disgnst.
“You have your own prejudices, Blake;
grant me g little groce with mine. I feel as

if I had taken an emetic whenever yon men-.

tion that wilkeop.”

‘ T never heard any harm, sir, of him or
of his father.”

“You never heard one of Lis father’s
sermons, then. The hours of agony he used
to infliet upon me! ' And then he was such
a confounded prig.””

“It does not follow that his son ig, how-
sver.”

. “Doesn’t it? So, then, it’s only poor
Philip Conway’s gambling and bullying that
are to be considered hereditary’ not Tom
Hnrdmg’s insufferable dulness and self-suffi-

qieney.” '

“Dulness and aslf- suﬁimenuy are—"

“ Qardinal virtues in your eyes just at
present, no doubt,” interrupted Mr, Seyton,
impatiently. “But for my part, I would
take the Conway vices in preference to the
Harding virtues any day."”

“Would you, sir?”

*Yeos,"” returned Mr, Seyton, “I would,
I? is entirely o question of taste, you see.”

“If yon put it on that ground, sir, I
have nothing mora to say; perhaps, indeed,
Longht to beg pardon for having spid so
much.”

The sturdy figare rose to its feet 4t those
words, but, before it knew what was com-
ing, felt. 1tsalf pushed back into the chajr ‘by
Mr, Beyton’s outstretched hand.

-#'8if there, Blake, and don’t be foolish,”
he sa,ld half laughingly. . “Pardon, mdeedI
Who has a better right than you to speak
of‘ an heir for the land you have saved?
Gome, sappose I compromise with you?
Suppose-wsmce you will not agree'to a will

in favor of Philip Conway, without know-
ing him—that I send for him, and. give us
both an opportunity to know him$ "

Mr, Blake looked at his master a little
doggedly. “I'm opposed to any thing that
will bring Philip Conway under this roof,”
he said, slowly.

o« But why? What qre you fearmg for?

My life?—your life #-—or the plate-closet ¢ ”
“'What I'm fearing for, I could not tell
you, sir, if I wanted to; but I wish I was gs

sure of my efernal salvation as that Philip .
Conway will bring harm to this house, if he

aver lives to enter it."

Agoin the solemnity of his voiee and.
manner—his earnestness, his almost passion |

—had their effect upen Mr. Seyton. He
pansed—and how different would have been
one life, at least, if he had paused to soms
purpose! Ahl it boots little in the great
sum of human existence—such retrospection
~—or we might often, perhaps always, trace
the windings of the thread of mortal agony
or mortal crime to some such moment as
this-—some moment when the hearf and the
hand were alike free to choose the good or
the ill, and when the one was deliberately
putb aslde and the other aceepted,

For the Impression made by Blake‘°
words was, after all, only momentary, and,
when Mr. Beyton spoke again, it was rather
coldly,

1 mugt repeat that I think you are un-

'rea,sonable, Blake ; but I will concede aven
| thus much more.

I must send for Philip
Conway; but I will also send for Cyril
Harding, at the ssme time, so that I can
fairly and dispassionately judge, not which
Ilike best, but which will make the best
master for this heritage that it has fallen
upon me to bequeath. Does that satisfy
you}

“If it must, it must sir,”" said Blake,
with a deep sigh,
give into me so far. I can’t ask you to do
any more, bui—IJ can wish that Philip Con-
way will break his neck before he ever
crosses the threshold of Seytort House,”

“Blake, Blake, I'm ashamed of you'! »

“Indeed, then, sir, you needn't be; for

I'd never have said it, if there was even the.

least hope of any thing so lucky happemng

“You are very good to
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.Qh, sir, there would be none of all thisirou-

ble if only—"
4 Well, dear old fellow, if only what?*
The henest Celtie eyes wendered round
the stately room, and the broad, deserted
terrace, where never a child’s voice had
echoed, or o child's foot danced in long

" years. Then he said, quickly:
" ¢If only your own son was standing by |.

you now, to take up the 'burden when you'
lay it down”

Had the April sunshine suddenly grown
dim, or were there gquick, rushing tears in
Mr. Seyton’s soft brown eyes? Yet he only
Taid his hand gently on the broad shoulder
beside him, and after & moment gaid, gui-

otly:

“Then wish that I had been more pa-
tient, and another less fickle; wish that the
grave could pive back its dead, and that I
might see again the face it has held for
thirty years.”

" The words had scarcely passed his lips
whon a flood of golden light poured sudden-
1y across the room, the curtains of the win-
dow were drawn back by a pair of hands
that might have belonged to Titania, and
the face of which he had spolren looked in
upon lnm

CHAPTER II.
MABEL LEE.

A rvace that was well worth the con-
stancy of twice thirty years, so delicate, so
beautifal, so almost spiritual was ita loveli-
ness. Bub mot in the least a face that
looked as if the grave had surrendered it.
There were earth’s own tints in the exqui-
site wild-rose complexion, in the sanny hair,
and the quivering, childlike lips ; there was
oven earth’s own mischief gleaming in the
deep, violet eyes.

- After one momentary start, Mr. 'Seyton

held out his hand with & smile of welcorme, .

than which no lover 8 wag ever brlghter or
wa.rmer. |

" Ah, Mab, my darlmgl what brmgs you
on ng hke & ghost or en elf? "

- #Like g fairy, if you please, godpapa,”
answered the swestest and clearest of girl-
ish voices. “.Only fairies bestow such gifts
3.1 have here for you—only youmust gness
what it is before I give it to you.”

“ Not strawberries, Mab, surely?”

“Ah, you wicked old conjurer! You
saw the basket.™

 On my honor, no.
becaunse I thought it impossible,
none yet."” )

“Show Mr. Farris this, then, with my
compliments.”

And the next moment & slight, blue- =
robed figure had flitted past Mr. Blake, and
deposited on Mr, Seyton’s knee an offering
that the fairies themselves might net have
have been ashamed to bring—a graceful lit-
tle hasket, Iined with moss, and filled to the
brim with luscious strawberries.

“Now, Mr, Blake, is it not pretty "
cried the young lady, appealing to her only
convenient witness; “is’it not pretty, and
caght not Mr, Farris to be ashamed of him-
self? It will be two weeks yel, godpapa,
before you taste a strawberry from your
own vines.”

“ And where, in the name of all the fair.
les, did you find these, Mabt ” o

#They were grown for the.queen of the
fairies’ own table; but I hfbed them, n.nd
 here they are.”

“But do you know the penalty, prett.y
one ? ¥ .

“Falling under her ma.]esty’s power? I _
belisve I should like that. Think -of LI

moonlight fitting w;:th & prince in & green-
and-gold hunting suit.—Ms. Blake, would
not that be better than being sobgrly mar«
ried by Father Lawrence to my cousin Fran-
cis, or—or to some one else just as stupid 1

“¥ don't know, Miss Mabel,"” said Mr.
Blake, with his génial laugh. “ Would the

I only guessed that
Farris has

prinee bring you back again? If not, I\?ﬁté“u....j.&

for your cousin Froacis, or ,mﬂ»dne e!se
just as stupid? <

“T-will tell Cousin Francls that,” said
the girl, gayly; ““but I shall wait for my -
prince, nevertheless.—Godpapa, I hopé he
will have oyes like your’s and hair thatcutls

a8 softly, and, above -all, your brow. It ss .

. perfec n I
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#1s it, Mabt?

 Qnite,”
. And in token of approbation sho leaned
~ over the back of his chair, and kissed it.

They made o pretly picturs, those two,

a3 they were thus grouped together in the
soft, mellow gloom, and, oddly enough, that
littls scere came back to Mr. Blake's mind,
whenever ha thonght of the chain of events
which dated p beginning on this afternoon.
Long afterward—when the mere thought of
it Bbrovight hot tears {o his eyes—he remem-
hered how lovely Mabel Lee had looked, as
she bent over her godfather’s chair that

" evening. . One rounded srm, from which:

the loose sleeve had fallen back, was thrown

. into relief by the rich purple velvet against

~which she-leaned, her light muslin dress
exveloped her in s sort of cloud, her bright
golden hair orowned her like a diadem.of
glory, -and her eyes, that were deep and
trug and tender as those of any virgin saint,
regted fondly .on the head &he had all her
life heen taught to love and honor,

" It was Mabel Lee's aynt—her father’s
osly sister—who, having onge been engaged
to Mr, Seyton, had jilted him, nobody knew
how, to marry another man, nobedy knew
why, and die- véry speedily—some people
said. of 4 broken heart ; others, of neglect
and il} usage. However that was, she died,
and the gossips had never ggain need o
conple :Gervase Seyton'’s name with that of

- gny Jiving woman. He had not diffased his
sffections very widely. before this; but-ho
now, nafrowed them down to the brother
of his lost:love, and, after a whils, to the

" gird-who bors her nome, and seemed to have

S inherited: the beauty whick had made her

' ~famous~the girl upon whose entrance into

* < life; there rested a dark cloud of terror and

gartow.’  For, shortly befors Mabel's, birth,

her }‘aﬁher, acting against Mr. Seyton's
(_urgent\ a,tlrme, invested largely in a speculat-
r—mg bubbla {-semg- friend, who promised to

make not one, but a dozen fortunes for him,

and wos, rewerded a¥ dupes of his class
gemrally #re—that. is, one fine day there
cameit;}e mautable crash ; the saheme proved
. o 8windle; the friend a:scoundre), and Mr.
- Lon, overwhelimed -by ruin, beoame insano,
" Not being closely watched, be foung a pigtol,

loadod it, locked himself up with it, and

| when his wife, who had bheen abgeﬁt, re-
turned, she found his brains spattering the .

walls of her chamber,

This was the tragedy which ushered
Mabel into the world; and it was Mr, Sey-
ton who named her at the hurried baptism
which took place just after her birth, while
her mother lay raving of the awful horror
8o lately enacted. Nobody thought the
frail infant would live, but, nevertheless, she

did—Ilived to grow into a child so exqui-

sitely lovely that people held their breath
when looking at her—into a maiden so
peerlessly beautiful that high and low alike

yielded her homage. There was no dis- -

senting voice about her beauty, as there is
about the beanty of most women; and no-

body was ever heard to hint that it could.

ba improved. Neither did it move anybody
to envy, for in all the country-side there
was no one 0 well loved as this gir], the
pathos of whose mouarnfal birth some people
thought they saw reflected in her eyes—
eyes whick might be grave or gay, laughing
or serene, but which, in any mood, never
lost & certain deep shadow of sadness that

rested in their depths—such a shadow as.
that which, according to the Old-World

superstition, marks those speeially sef aside
for misfortune, either in life or death.
Said Mabel at last:

% Godpapa, you are talking Dusiness

with Mr, Blake, were you not? Don't let
me interrnpt youw. I will go out on the
terrace, and you can tell me when you are
finished.” .

“ We finished before you came in, Iady~
bzrd,” snswered her- godfather, smiling,—
“That is, unless this obstinate old fellow
has something else to say.—Eh, Blake?”

% No, sir,” answered Mr. Blaks, bringing
his attention back to the subject under dis-
cussion, and almost unconsciously heaving

a deep sigh—no, sir; if your mind’s made

up, that's enough. All I have to say now is,
thet I hope you may never live to regret it.”
“ Anglied—you hope I may live to' re-
gret it, and you may lve to triumph over
me?”
Mr, Blake shook his head. 88 he "TO8E,
siill holding his hat in one hand,
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“You know better than that, sir. I
hope with all my heart I may be the falsest,
prophet that ever spoke; but I still thmk I
will prove a true one. Remember that, sir;
I still believe in my instinet.”

“ Never a doubt of it,” ssid Mr. Beyton,
good-humoredly. “Bub I tell you what I
mean fo do, Blake., I know you have a
great respect for Mabél's judgment. Imean
to coneult her.”

%Do you, slr?” said Mr, Blake, with a
comical glance at the childlike creature
before him. “Do you? Then take my
advice, and don’t show Miss Mabel the like-
ness you have of Mr. Philip Conway.”

“Why, Mr. Blake?" asked Miss Mahel,
g little curiously.

# Why, ma’'am? Faith, sud only because
you'd never be a woman if you didn't Iike
him the better for his handsome face.”

" “Mr. Blake, you are a slanderer! I
refer you to my cousin, Mr, Francis Nowell,
for a refutation of that.” ‘

“ Ay, ay,” enid Mr. Blake, with a some.
what grim chueckle. *I know you don’t
fancy Mr. Nowell ovérmuch; butI for one

‘can’t sec his good looks, and I doubt if

you'd see them either, by the side of this
picture Mr. Seyton's got.”

“ Godpapa, show it to me this instant.”

‘“No, no,” said Mr, Seyton, laughing,
“] must not bribe your judgment, or Blake
would never believe in it. - You shall see it
after ¥ have heard your opuuon —DBlake,
are you going 79

" 41 must, gir. I have to see Martin yet

_this evemng, and give him directions about

replanting the cotton to-morrow,"

¢ Pshaw |’ ’ehere’s no. harry about that.
Btay and have a sociable emoke.”

Mr, Blake on:ly smoiled. The Seyton
estato. wonld naver hive been what it was,
if he had yiel&ed to' the temptations to
idleness and prborastmatmn aver held out

- to him by this mdolent master of his.

“Not this ovening, thenk you, sir," he
seid. “But I will see you again to-morrow.
—~-Miss Mahel, I hope you left your mother
a.nd Migs G‘onstance well§”

L qut.e “well, thank you, Mr. Blake..
You must call' and sea mamma soon. * She’

was saying, Snly the other day, that sho

would like to have your advice about—about
the asparagus-beds, I think it was B

“The asparagus-beds are more in Mr.
Farris’s line,” said Mr. Blake, stoilingy * but
I may be able to give her a hint of two, and
Tl call to-morrow,”

Then, bidding them both good-evening
he stepped through the window, and went
back fo the front of the house, where he
mounted Brown Jerry, without a word to
the servant holding him—en occurrence
in itself remarkable—snd was slowly riding
away, when he heard his name eagerly
called by Mabel Lee’s voice,

© Mr. Blake, Mr. Blake! one moment, 1f
you please.”

He wheeled round at once, and she came
lightly bounding over the lawn toward him,
her pretty fringed scarf floating in  the
breeze, snd in her hand the basket of straw-
berries she had brought to Mr. Seyton,

“T am sorey to stop you for such a little
thing,” she said, as she reached his side, and
paused, slightly out of breath, “I afn gfraid
you will think me very foolish;, but you did
not taste my strawberries, and they’are the
vory first of the season. You must ta.ke &
few, if only fo please me.”

He knew what she meant—that she had
forgotten to offer them before, and feared
he would think her too dareless of him, and
too eareful of her rare fruit—so ho made
none of the demur in which & coarsérna-
ture might have indulged.” He stooped
down, and took two or thiee fragrant’ clus-
ters out of the basket she held up to him,

¢ This is more than enough Mids ’Ma.bel,”
he said, smiling into her soft, earéat eyes
“I only care for them when thay &raof
your growing, and great credit they do'you,
too. Thank you, very kindly. " Goo&-even-
ing, ma’am.”

“Good-evening, Mr. Blake,” she smd
and drew aside to let him pass.

When he had ridden half-way dow the
lawn, he furned in his saddle tolook back
after her, The sun was just Setting, and his.
last lavel rays gilded the- slender, girlith
figure; ns-she walked' slowly along the'téi-
race, still swinging the little baaket in her
hand. -

#An angel, if ever there was ong,™ Iie
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muttered to himsgelf, “ Goﬁbless herl God
bless her! .

- Are such benedictions ever wunheard?
But then—God's modes of blessing are not
like ours. We would do- well always to

" bear that in mind.

[ S—

CHAPTER 111
MABET, GIVES ADVIOE.

“Now, godpaps,” said Mabel, coming
back to the window where Mr. Seyton still
sat, “I will tell you what I want you to
do'ﬂ

You have only to spesk and be obeyed,
nmy violet-eyed darling.”’

" She knew that very well, but the knowl-
odge that would have rendered many women
evigeant and- unressonable, only made her
so exquisitely ocareful and moderate in all
her requests, that Mr. Seyton was often
very-hard put to discover opportunities for
the lavish indulgence he would have de-

lighted to shower on her. Ehe only smiled |

now, and lifted up her hand, with .a pratty
gir of command, - .

“Well, then, it is our sovereign will and
pleasurs that you order the Dbeal to be
made ready, and tske me home by water.
A row will do you good this lovely after-
noon. - You are not looking well, godpapa.”

% Am I not, sweetheart? We'll try
your prescription, but nof just mow. You
must spend the evening with me.”

Mahel shook her head. o

#T wish I could; but I promised mam-
ma to be back in time for tea.”

# 8he will not mind your staying.”

. “Perhaps not. But I promised.”

That logic was evidently unansweralile.
8o, Mr. Beyton smiled, and gave up the
point.

. “Ringthe bell, then,” he said, “ and give
ypur grders.”.

- The bell was rung, and the orders given,
ang,in afew moments the boat was reported
"regdy. *Take your master’s closk down,”
seid. Mabel.—* And now get that likeness,

godpapa, that Mr. Blake spoke of We-

muat take it along.”

That must have been the ocause.

“What for, Mab??”

“What for? Why, beeause you want to
ack my advice, you know, and, after you
have asked my advice, I want to see it.”

To hear and to obey were indeed aynon-
ymous things with Mr. Seyton where his
goddanghter was concerned. He rose at
once, and crossed the floor to alittle Floren-

tine cabinet, very quaint, very beautiful,

and chief among his vérfuese treasures,

“I don’t know what induced me to put
the thing here,” he eaid, when Mabel fol-
lowed, and looked over his shoulder, “ for I
only keep valuables in this, But hers it is.”

In an aromatic drawer of fragrant san-
dal-wood, side by side with old coins, rare
Ttalian cameos, half-eifaced medals, and the
countless other trifies, so priceless in the

_collector’s eyes, so valueless in those of any

one else, lay an oblong. velvet case, which
Mr, Seyton meditatively, took up and looked
at.

“I wonder what induced me to pui it
here?™ hie repeated, as if the question puz-
zled him, “T am pure I don’t valee Philip
Uonway’s likeness in the least; and unless
—yes, that mmst be it, Mabel.”

# What must be it, godpapa ?”

“It ig 5o exquisitely painted,” said Mr,
Seyton, with a deprecating glance ab. the
volvet case. “It is so exquisitely pamtedl
I have
never bofore seen such softness and power
of touch combined on ivory. I wish I knew
the artist, Mab; he should paint your face,
my darling,”

“Shonld he? Well, I'm glad you don’t
know him, then. Buf, pray, don’s stand

there, talking about the picture in that way, .’

godpapa, or my curiosity will mount so high
that I shall certainly look at it, and I dén
want to afford Mr, Blake that trinmph.” .

“T ghall put that out of the gquestion,”
said Mr. Seyton, and he dropped the case

into one of his coat-pockets. *Now letusbe.

off, if I have to take you home before fes.”

“But the cabinet! You are leaving it
unlocked.”

Mr. Seyton turned baek with a atart,
and elosed the inlaid doors upon his beloverl
treasures, “Do you believe in omens,
Mab?" he asked, ds he did so,
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“Well, yes,” said Mabel, candidly. *I
think I do; although Father Laowrence says
I must not.”

“If I did,” said Mr. Seyton, slowly, as
he fitted the sides into one amother, I
should certainly think that Philip Conway
was destined to be the master of Seyton
House; forof onething Iam sure—""and he
turned the key in its lock with a sharp snap
—#Oyril Hording’s face would never have
gained admission to my Florentine cabinet.”

%Who ig Qyril Harding, godpapa? ”

“T will tell you after a while, lady-bird.
At present we must go down to the boat.”

They crossed the room together-—a
subtile likeness in their delicate, high-bred
beauty making them almost look Iike father
and daughter—and eame out upon the ter-
race, °

The gan had set, but the broken masses
of ‘gorgeously-tinted eclouds, which he had
loft to mark “the bright track of his flery
ear,” were s0 faithfully reflected in the clear
waters of the river, the air wag go heavy
with fragrance, and the tender purple mist
of the epring-time hung so softly over the
distant uplands, that his absence left noth-
ing to be regretted. - Yet Mabel looked
around a little apprehensively, as {hey
turned into the path which led aeross the
lawn down to the water’s edge.

“Two miles,” she gaid. “Iam afeald,
godpapa, you will be very late getting
back.™

“And, please your majesty, suppose I
don't mean to come back$ ¥ ‘

“You mean fo spend the evening with
us? How delightful! What a charming
game of piquet you and mamma can have!”

it And how ﬁnely you can sing to us! »

“Ithink if i3 so strange you like music
when you are pldymg cards,”she said, medi-
tatively. “Now Cousin Franois always B8yS
it-distarbs kim.”

“ Cousin Francis js—"

“Alawyer. Idon't think we need say
any thing more, when we want to “6Xpress
stupldity on every subject mot conmected
with that profound and soul-depressing
science. Godpapa, I am =o glad you are not
alawyer.?

“I am not sorry myself, Mab,»

“I suppese they are  good for some
things,” pursued Mabel, with & little peni-
tent sigh; ‘“but being agreeable ia certainly
not one of them, Godpapa, what is Mr.
Philip Conway " '

Mr. Beyton langhed shghtly, and
shrugged his shoulders in the graeeful,
indolent fashion he had learned in Paris
years before.

“That is more than I can tell yom, bon-
nibelle. But I rather fancy ke belongs to
the wide ranks of social condottiers.”

Bonnibelle looked & little puzzled; but
before she could ask any questlons, they
camo to the boat,

Tt was o graceful and well - fashioned
little eraft, built sccording to Mr. Seyton’s
own directions, and easily propelled by one
oar, although two rowers were now lying
back in their seats, waiting their master’s
arrival, Stalwart young boatmen they wers,
whose smooth black skins contrasted effec-
tively with their whits trousers and striped:
shirts, the “{wo best” of a twelve-oar boat,
which was used on state ocoasions,-

Y 'Where are the cushions, Austin?”
asked the master, as ho came forward, And
both the boatmen sprang to their feet,
‘ Are you sure the bottom is quite dry? "

“Here's the cushions, sir,” said Austin,
bringing them from the bank; “and yes,
sir, the bottom’s as dFy : 25 canl be.--A little
closer, Nat.—All right now, Miss Mabel,”

Mabel stepped in, followed by her god-
father, and the next moment they were
gliding off with that quick, steady, easy
movement which only first-class osrsmen
can attain—the swift, sure stroke -cleaving
the water right and left, and leaving show-
ers of rainhow-spray in their wake.

“How delightful! ” said Mabel, taking
off her hat, and lefting the fresh river-breeze
toss her fair hair according to its own ca-
price.” “ What a pleasure it is to be rowed
by Austin and Nat! Godpapa, you ought
really to present them both with a. medal ;
in testimony of thelr skill.” .

“Yon may, if you want to, Mab,” eaid
Mr. Seyton, with a amile, I suspeet they
would value it more from you than from » me,
—Wouldn't you, boys?”

At thh the boys touched their hafm,
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and- angwéred- that “any thing from' Miss

- Mabel‘wis -always acceptable,” Then Mr.

Seyton said the medals should be struck off

with ‘o ‘wdter-nymph on ofe side, and a pair

of oars crossed on the other: Whereupon

- Mabel lauglied gayly, Austin and Nat seemed

véry ' mueh gmtlﬁed and the subject was
changed.

“ Now,” said Mr. Seyton, as they reached
the!lower point-of the island, and were glid-
ing along past its. beautifully-fringed shore,
“now, Mabel, let mé remind you that I
méan to ask your advice on 8. very impor-
tant subject.” :

“T'm gll attautwn, godpapa »

“Tie on your hat, then. You' will take
cold.”

Mabel knew there was no danger of that,
but ‘she tied it on nevertheless, and, after
the blue ribbons were made fast under her
gbin; looked up with a smile that meant,
(15 G.o on: g3

C¢Tn one word,-then,” said Mr. Seyton,
gravely, “I smgoing to make my will”

Mabel started, There.is spmething very
suggestive in that one simple word, and all
ths blood which had been flushing her
cheeks rushed away at once to her heart,

« #Godpapal  she said, with something
Jike a gasp.

But he only smiled tenderly at her.

“There is no canse to look so startled,
my bonay tlower,” ho answered. “No man
dies an hour sconer for making stiaight his
worldly affairs, and leaving his last c¢om-
mands in black and white. I should indeed
have fulfilled this duty long ago, but for one
thing,” Can you guess what that has been?”

8he shook her head.

“If I were a free man, Mabel—free, that
i, a3 other men ar¢, fo leave my property
to whom I choose, without any obligation
of honor binding it and me—do you not
know t¢ whom that old house up yonder
wounld go?”

Again Mabel shook her head. It was evi-
.dent that she did not conoeive his meaning.

Ah, my darling,” said the fine gentle-
mgn, with a rush of emotion in his voice,
« T would make you the richest heiress in

all the country-side; I would dower you
Jike a princess; I would set you up as mnis-

tress of all this Tair, wide heritage—if only I
dared! O Mabel! you can never know what

a struggle it bas been to me to take it away -~

fromi my heart’s delight—from the only
thinig on carth I love, and give it fo stran-
gers,”

Mabel’s soft hand stole into his withouta
word, uatil she szald, Mmply, * But, godpa-
pa, I don't want if, and I am not a Seyton.”

“No,” he said, with a deep sigh, *you
are not a Seyton.”

Then there was a pause of several min-
utés, only broken by the splash of the water,
the d:p of the oars, and the low hum of in-
sect-lifs from the island, whose drooping

willows olmost touched them ag they‘

passed.

At last Mr. Seyton spoke again, guite
abruptly :

It scems as if it would be easier to bear
if I had only possessed no option in the mat-
ter; if T had not belonged to the unlucky
thirds in our order of suceession—for you
know the obligation of honor which is bind-
ing upon us, do you not, Mabel?”?

¢ Yes," Mabel said, she knew it,-as who, _

indeed, did not know that singular tradition
and custom ?

“You know liow the matter stands then.
I have ¢ither to renew the entail, or to be
the first of my name who has broken the
‘trugt of the dead. - Another sort of dishonor
I might have faced for you, Mabel, but. not
that, I eould not resolve to meet the men,
who went before me, with the brand of such
a betrayal upon me! I could not even
imagine that an inheritance so left would
bring other than harm fo you.” -

Bhe pressed closer to him, and laid her

[ tinted cheek down on his shoulder.

 Godpapa, I am sure of it,"”

%Yes, 50 am I And yon will not re-
member hereafter how much it,was in my
power to have given you, and how little I
did give? You will not think hardly of it,
or doubt the lové of the old man who would
pour out his heart’s blood for youi ” -

“QOh, hush! hush! You kil me when -

you talk so.'
And mdeed a perfect Apml shower was
raining from the violet eyes down upon the
velvet morning-coat,
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- “Then I will not suy another word; but
you must stop crying. You know we can
none of us bear to see that. We feel as if
we had not been half tendor enough with
our flower. Mabel, do you not know how
you are paining met ™

The tone was enough to dry Mabel’s
tears at once, but she twinéd her armaround
him before she spoke again, and then it was
only to say, in a hali-choked voice: :

“Nothing more llke that, godpapa—
nothing more like that.”

“Not another word, Ouly a discussion
of the claims of Philip Uonway now. Shall
1 show you his likeness to cheer you into
interest

“1 believe not. Mr. Blake would never
trugt my opinion then.”

“Yon know who heia?”

“ Your nephew, is honot? Ihaveheard
maming speak of your sister who marrwd a
Uaptain Jonway.”

“Yes, my nephew., This same sister’s
son, Poor Adela! 8he has had a hard
life, T hope he mekes amends for some of
it.» . After 8 moment’s silence, he contin-
ned :

“Now, Mabel, you must wunderstand
that Conway was not an honorable man;
he was, in fact, an unprincipled adventurer,
and that there is natural reason to fear that
his son may be like him. Blake thinks

“ there is every reason to fear if, and warns.|

me solemmly fhat nothing but evil ever
came of the Conway blood. Blake is anx-
fous thet, in entailing the Seyton estate, I
should entail it, not upon Philip Conway
#nd his heir, but upon Cyril Harding a,nd
his heir.”

Msabel was becoming interested, She
raised her head, and repeated the question
she had asked once before: “ Who is Qyril
Harding?”

“Qyril Harding,” answered Mr. Seyton,
eoncisely, “is the son of my younger sister,
who merried & clergyman of that name. I
have told you that Philip Oonway was an

‘unprincipled adventurer; .1 must also add
. he was the most fascinating man of his day,

and, in telling you that the reverend Mr.

Harding was the embodiment of strict re-

ligions prineiple; it is only fair to add that
2

he was likewise the embodiment of dulpess
and bigotry. Whether his son is like him
or not, I cannot say; but the presumptive
evidence that he may be so is. at lessi-as
strong as in the case of Philip Conway.
Now, the point at issne between Blake and.
myself is simply this, which of these two
ghall I ehoosa for an heir 2%

Mahel shrank slightly at the last word.
She ‘did not answer for a minute ar two,
When at last she did spesk, it was quite.
slowly: .

%1t scarcely seems to me, godpapa, 23
if mere presumptive evidence onght te
weich against anybody; or if it is just to
judgs the son by the. father, If~—if this
‘were put aside, whick of your nephews
would you be inclined to choose? "

“ There is not a doubt on that subject,”
said Mr. Seyton, with s slight grimace.
 Even ps it is, Mab, my preference.is all on,
the Conway side. Adela has always been.
my favorite sister, and, despite his being
guch a gearop, I liked her husband hesrtily.
Besides, she is the elder, As a.matter of
tasté—but then, you see, that. is the rub!
In a decision of this kind, I have no right .
to consult my individual taste,. I have to
think of the generations to come, of the
name,and of these "—he pointed to Austin
and Nat—'*in choosing my sucoessor.”

“Yes,"” sald Mabel, and her eyes ranged
thoughtfully over the broad Seyton lands
which lay on either side of them—*“yes, I
understand.  But, then, godpapa, how cgn
you possibly demde rightly without knowmg .
any thing of either of them §

“That is the very difficulty I propose to
obviste,” said Mr.. Beyton. “I promised
poor, faithful Blake to send. for both of
them, and judge dispassionately between.
them. But, after all, that is pretty muoch.
of an empty form, you know, Mab. They
will both be on their good behavior, and,.
unless some accident reveals the different
characters, I shall not:be likely to gain:
much knowledge that can benefit me.” -

Mabel shook her head very sagely.

“I think most people show something,
at least, of their characters very soox, go&
papa; aund then I cen’t help wonderiag
which one needs the inheritance most.,” .
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“Thare is no doubt of that, either,” Mr,
Hoyton answered. * The Hardings are very
substantially well off, while the Conways—
gh, my poor Adela! That is another diffi-
calty, Mab, If I dé send for her son, how
on earth cen I ever disappoint her—life has
been stch ligrd lines to-hor!--by sending
lLim away empty-handed 2V

Mabel looked up with all her heart in
her eyes. Those few words—* life has been
such hard lines to her "—told a very pitiful
atory that her fancy filled in af once.

¢ Godpapn,” she said, sbruptly, “if I
were yon, I would not mmd Mr. Blake. I
would do what is right. IwouldmakeMr,
Conway the heir. Every thing you have men-
tioned ia for, instead of against, him, unless
the, charvacter of his father. Weknow that

many good men have had bad fathers, and—
and if I were you, I would do what is right.”

“But his father’s character is a great
deal againgt him, Mab. The most fair-
minded- person in the world would admit
that, You don’t know, you can’t even im-

s ag'me, what & man he was. I tell you, if
the ‘son should be like him, it would be*my
solomn duty to do a temporary evil, that
lsiting good wight eoms of it.”

“Godpaps, I don't believe that good
ever did come out of ovil, or ever wilL.”

“In short, you.are transformed, after
the manner of your sex, inte 3 thorough-go-
ing partisen.”

“You," she said, noﬂdlnfr gag'ly' “I am
all for the Conway intereat, Yon asked my
advice, you know, g0 I'have a right fo give
it, ‘and it is this—take Philip Conway.” -

Her godfnthar did mot answer. e only
smiled a little, and then sat stroking her

hair, while his eyes.were absently fastened
on the water. Indeed, he remained thas so
long that Mabel st last-grew impatient.

i Am I discharged from the office of
counsellor, godpapa? " she asked.

- He started glightly, and looked round.

¢ Jg'it the lkeness yon want?”

“Your intuition does you m‘e(llt, gir. Tt
{¢ the likenass,"

- o took it out, and handed it to her, °

Bhe had net even instinct enough con-
cerning the futare ‘to mpke her hesitate for

him with o smile, she pressed the spring,
and Philip Conway’s face looked up at her.

truth regarding it; for.a face half so hand-
some she had never seen before. It was
very finoly outlined, with a clear, dark com-
plexion, and possessed more than one mark
of the Seyton lineage, although the spirit
and force which stamped it was something
quite different from the fair, languid Seyton
type. Yet, even in this pietured gemblance,
it was easy to see that the chief sttraction

‘of the face did not rest either in grace of

feature or harmony of coloring. The large,
dark eyes were very perfect in size and
color, bub their fascination was quite epart
from the one or the other, and might rather
have been found in their wonderful power
of expressing the two extremes of anger or
tenderness, The gaze lingered on the well-
cut mouth, less because no classic model
was ever more faultless, than becanse there
was something in the curve of the lips—de-
fiantly compressed as they were—w hich
proved how winning their stile could be
when it came. The nose was straight—al-
most severely regular ; the -eyebrows hori-
zontal and slightly knit; while a crest of
black eurls gave finish o the forehead, that
was else somewhat Iacking in loftiness and
amplitede. Altogether it was a singularly
attractive face—a face without any tokens
of degrading vice or sensual appetites, but
.g face on which indomitable pride and in-
 domitable resolution were plainly stamped
—the face of a man evidently acoustored to
mske his own will the arbiter of his own

in his way.
But Mabel saw Ilttle of this and heeded

less, When at last she looked up from

got to her dying day.

The broad river, the deep shadows, the
gathering twilight over the distant hills, the
lsst faint, broken clond-reflections in the
water, the fringed banks, and the swift eur-
rent, hastening on—-on-—on—still on, bear-
ing its tre1ght of living water down to the

one moment before opening it. 'Thanking

‘Mr, Blake had kept to the letter of the -

fate, and still more evidently accustomed to :
ride rongh-shod over any obstacles placed

& ton Houso. If you want the shortest, toke

S t '
those maglcal eyes, there was somethingin = he left; if you Wa.nt the best; take the

| the scene and the hour which she never for-

: :‘o:t.I tT}:mnkmg you for your information,
i
D e wotmy and. als0 bl ‘ ake the right.”
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though she knew it not—all quiet and peace
and happiness out of her lifs, never, for
many a Iong day, to revisit it again,

—_—

CHAPTER IV.
AN UNEIPECTED MERTING,

“0ax you tell me, sir, which of these
roads leads to Seyton House?”

Mr. Blake wheeled Brown Jerry about
like lightning, and faced the man who had
asked this most unexpected question.

A slender, elegant horseman, dressed in
a dark-gray travelling-suit, riding o well-
built-chestnut, and bearing about him that
nameless air of refinement and style which-
is only given by much association with the
world—a man whoge singularly handsome
face was his least title to distinction; who
might have been any age between twenty-
one and thifty-five; who looked as much af
ense there on the suliry cross-roads as if he
had risen 'from a drawing-room sofa, and
who smiled & slight smile of amusement, as
he repeated his inquiry, slightly altered :

“Exouso-me, but T have really forgotten
gome directions that were given me this
morning, and I would Do glad to know by
which of these roads I am wmost likely to
reach Seyton House,”

Neipher in question nor manrer wag
there any thing save gentlemanly courtesy;
and, considering this, there was some ground
for hxs evident surprize at the grim stare
which wag, for the time, his only answer.

. ‘Then Mr. Blake netved hlmself and jerked |
1 forth a reply:

“Either rosd, sir, w 111 lead you to Sey-

right.”

The stranger looked at both, smiled
slightly agam, and then turned hls horse’s
hend.

“T have but one principle ir all my jour<
neys,” he apid, quietly—¢ the principle that
spoed must always be subordinate to com-

agide to let him pass, scercely deigning fo
retirn his saluté, and then stood qmte stil]
locking after him,

“Philip Conway’s own face! Philip
Conway’s own figure! Philip Conway's
own devilishly beguiling tongue,” he mut-
tered to himself., “God forgive me, but
how I would like to throttle him before he
ever reaches Seyton House!

“ A surly old b’oor,” thought the stran-
ger, who was riding away. * “I wonder if
he may be regarded as & specimen of the
_ehoriginal inhabitents of this interesting
region? He seemed decidedly struck by
my appearance—not favorably, however.
I reelly cannot flatter myself that it was
favorable. What' the deuce could have
been the matter! Have I lost my nose, or
hga any calamity befallen my hat$”

He investigated his nose, and, finding
it in its uwsual condition, removad his hat.
Te was still oxamining. this with’ qu:te 8
contemplative curiosity, wher there came a
clatter of horses’ hoofs in the rear, and, be-
fore he could turn in' his saddle, Brown
Jerry was reined up begide him.

“8ir,” gaid Mr. Blake, with a great gulp
in his voice, “I beg your pardon for’ my inci-
vility a moment ago. . ought to bs glad to
do a service for any guest of Seyton House,
and so, if you don't object, I see you on
your road.”

“Object! ™ said the gentleman, with &
smile. “Indeed, no. I have lost my road
often enough to- day, to be glad of such an’
offer. But, unless your way lies in that di:
rection—"* . :

-“My way lies in ‘any direction that'my
duty does, Mr. Oonway."

The stranger turned round, snd gave &
quick glance of astonishment.

“Bo you know me? " he said.

*Sorra a doabt of that "'—with 8 qmver
of ill-concealéd bitterness-im his voice—
‘igorre-a doubt of that, when ¥ knew your
father before you.”

Philip Conway—for it wes he—looked
at the speaker for a moment i silence,
Then the mist of doubt eleared from his
face, o flash of recognition csme into the
dark eyes, and, drawing off his glove, he ex-

Wlth an inward growl, Mr. Blake drew

tended his hand .
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There is but one man to whom I can
be speaking,” he said; “that is my mother's
old friend, Patrick Blake.”

fuch a recognition from any one else
would not have failed to win the warm Irish
heart thus addressed; but if Philip Conway
. had worn the form and smiled the smile of
the star of the morning, he could not have
done more than momentarily dispel Mr.
Blake's deeply-rooted disirust. That un- |
dompromising person did not refoge the
hand that was offered him—the hand that
was delicate and well-shaped as Mr. Sey-
toi’s own, though supple with nervous ener-
gy and muscular strength—but he dropped
it almost immediately, before he unclosed
"his lipé to answer, stiffly: .

«Yes, sir, I'm Patrick Blake; Miss
Adela’s old friend and servant, if Miss Adela
is good enough to remember me. I hope
you left her well ¢

“ Quite well,” Mr, Conway snswered

o little coldly, perhaps, for a duller man
then himself might have felt the, chill of the
other's manner. * * That is, she was well
when I heard from her last; but I have
not -seen her for some time, Ble is
gbrdat_jl.”
« Abroad !
country, girf " )
~ % Yeun, in one of the 0ld countries. She
is in Paris, where we have both been living
“for several years."
# And you left her thero alone?”
. Mr, Qonway laughed slightly.
* My wother is quite capable of taking
oare of herself,” he said. “Besides, I left
- her at her own. request. My unecle sent for
me, 68 I suppose you are aware, By-the-by,
I hope he is well#? 7 ,
‘“WYery well” answered Mr. Blake,
briefly. And then the conversation dropped.
They tode on in completo silence for
gome time, until Mr, Conway spoke zgain,
rather weariedly: . .
¢ This road has seemod to stretoh out
interminably alt day.. Iow far are wo now
from Seyton House? "
“Two good miles, sir; but you would
* have cut off one, if yon had taken the other
road.”

Do you mesan in ﬁlia old

LEE.

It was a shrug more satiric and less indo-
Jent than Mr. Seyion’s. .

~ # Better bear the ills we know, than fly
to those we know not of—Eh, Mazeppat
Cheer up, though, old fellow! We have
nearly reached your quarters of rest and re-
freshment.” He patted the horse’s satin
neck with his hand, and then turned abrupt-
Iy to Mr, Blake. ‘

#I wonder if animals are half grateful
enough for being spared all the trouble of
talking and being talked to? " he said.-

«1 don’ know, I'm sure, sir,” was the
matier-of-fact snswer; * but I sometimes
think they do understand one another.”
“Yes, 8o do I, but hope we are mistaken.
I hope sincerely, for Mazeppa’s sake, that
he will not be forced to exchange any greet-
ings or answer any inquiries, before he be-
tokes himself to his fodder and dreams to-
night.” ’

Mr. Blake gave Brown Jerry's bif a jerk,
which threw his astonished lead at least
half a yard into the air, ‘

. “If you are very tired, sir, I have no

greetings or inquiries,” he said, emphatically.

The dark eyes locked at him with some-
thing of a mocking gloam, and there was o
slightly-moeking cadence in the tone, that
answered pleasantly:

#T would not do Mr. Seyton’s courtesy
so much jnjustice as to doubt it, but I do
pot know that I have made any plea of fa-
tigue.” ' .

'Despite the cadence mentioned, the
tone made Mr. Blake feel rather ashamed
of himself, and lis quickness to take offence.
So he answered, apologetically:

“ beg your pardon, then, sir; but I
only  took that for granted. Anybody
would, I think, have done the same.”

“There you are mistaken, men ami,”
gaid ‘his companion, good-humoredly, but
with the same mocking light in his eye that
to Mr. Blake recalled his father so foreibly.
“ A wise man never fakes any thing for
 granted. ‘When I spoke of Mazeppa, just

least, I am too much of & traveller to feel
worsted by thirty miles in the saddle.”

- The young man shrugged his shoulders.

 Thirty miles since daylight, sir?”

doubt Mr. Seyton will excuso you from any

- customed to them, and Mr, Conway seemed

© riding over the sterile sands of Sahara. 8o

' Blake who first broke the silence.

now, I was not thinking of myself in the -

-l;r that I should have done so. Theroisa '
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“No—I am not a barbarian. Thirty
miles sinee nine o’clock.”

Mr. Blake looked at the sun, it was at
least two hours high, and ther at Mazeppa's
flanks. ' .

¢ Xn that case, sir, your horse is even a
better iraveller than yourself, for thirty
miles over our roads are equivalent to sixfy
elsewhere.”

Mr, Conway smiled: “If Mazeppa had
the power of speech wo were speaking of,
he would tell you that he feels equal to
thirty miles farther to-night. And I tell
you that his speed and endurance are not to
be matched ont of Arabia.” .

4 He is finely blooded, I pereeive.”

¥ He is o cross of the best blood in Epg-
land. Bired by the famous——. However,
I spare you his pedigree, and an enumera-
tion of the many cups his ancestors kave
won, You gre probably not intergsted in
the turf?”

“Not in the least,” replied Mr. Blake,
dryly.

Then there fell another pause. It was
a lovely afternoon, even for May. ‘The, for-
ésts were Dbeautiful with magnolia, honey-
suckle, and jssmine, that were scenting
the air with their fragrance, and the bright-
green folizge was in full luxuriance, but
neither of the two men took any notice of
these things. Mr. Blake was too well ge-

as thoroughly indifferent as iff he had bean

for & time there was a decided dearth of
conversational topica. This time it was Mr.

“1 suppose you have heard nothing of
Mr, Oyril Harding on the road, sir? " he ssked,
“ Mr. Beyton is expecting him every day.”

If he -meant to convey a piece of infor-
mation, he must have been disappointed, for
Mr. Conway did not look in the least sur-
prised. He had evidently heard that his
cousin was expected at Seyton Honse, and

quite as evidently treated the faot with an |;

indifference profound ss that with which he

regarded the magnoling and honeysuckles,
“I have heard nothing of him,” he an-

swered, carelessly ; “but it is scarcely like-

mail line ronning to Ayre, is there net? On

.| what day does the coach come in§?

%1t is tri-weekly, and comes in on Tues-
days, Thursdays, and Satnrdays,”

“To-day is Thursday, is it not{ Thers
is every probalility, then, that my uncle
will be gratified by the arrival of Mr. Qyril
Harding,”

Mr. Blake started slightly, and looked a
fittle cwriously at his companion.

“You do know something of his move-
mentg, thenf” .

#Not in the lesst,” was the cool re-
ply. “But I know something of Aém ; and
I am sure that he will not, of his own good
will, allow me to preceds him by even so
‘tauch @s en hour in my arrival at Seyto
House,” .

 As you were Dboth coming to the same
place, ab the same time, and from the same
direction, I wonder you did not come_ to-
gether,” said Mr. Blake, bluntly. ‘

Mr. Conway laughed—not & pleasant
laugh—snd shrugged his shoulders even
maore sareastically than before,

“My cousin Oyril has never forgotten
one or two episodes of our boyhood,” he
replied. ‘“Indeed, his memory is so good,
and his opinion of my desperado proclivities
so strong, that I doubt if he would bear me
company on a lonely road, to be made mas-
ter of Beyton Honse at the end of it, Put-
ting my society out of the question, how-
ever, I think he would, under any circum-
stances, prefer a seat in a coach to 2 seat in
the saddle. It'ls at once more comfortable
and more safe, for we can scarcely consider it
discreditable to snch an eminent Christian
that he is not above the weakness of fear.”
Again the light, mocking tone jarred on
Mr. Blake’s ear, more than it is possible for
words to express-—jarred, in recalling o
voice that had never owned sught ssve a
gibe for any thing in heaven or on earth,
end for the first time in all his life he had-
laid 1ance in rest for the eanse of fear,

“He is a véry foolish man, sir, who runs
risks with bis Yifo for mere bossting and
bravado. I am glad to hear that Mr, Hard-

Ing is wise enough to avoid this, and yet

brave enough to face ridiculs for com-
feiencs’ sake,”
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© Mr. Conway looked at him steadily,
with.a world of covert amusement in his
dark eyes:

“My good friend,” he said, wrilk yon
be kind enough to expiain what you mean
by * facing ridicule for conscience’ sake? '™

But there was no finching in the man
whom he regarded, the man who answered
with a certsin sturdy dignity of his own.

“J mean, sir, that his Christianity does
him far more credit than your snecr at it
does you,”

. The honest fellow mnever got over
a certain half liking for Philip Conway
after that hour, after he saw how cordial a
smile came over his face, and how eordlal
a tone into his voice, noﬁmthstandmg this
rebuke,

“T gee,” he said, © that my cousin Cyril
has already gained a friend whom I envy
‘him, but wliose partisanship I scarcely think
he deserves, You will have fo judge of
that, however. Only one thing sllow me to
say in self-defence, my sneer was not in-
tended for Christianity proper—the Christi-
anity which no. man honors more than I do
wbut for Harding Christianity. - When you
know my cousin, you will nnderstand the
digtinetion.”

-Mr, Blake was on the poind of under-
standing it before that time, or at least of
asking one or two guestions relative to it
when s very unexpected interruption oe-
omrred. A gharp turn in the road brought
them face to face with & horseman, who
was sn entive stranger to himself, but who
started visibly on seeing his companion, and

* gt ones rode forward, exelaiming eagerly:

“Conway! Phil! My dear fellow, is
it pogsible?™

“What, Ainsliel” Smd the other, ina
tone of overwhelmmg surprise.

- And the next moment they were shakmg
hands warmly,

“I thought you were in Cairo, with the
desert on one hand and the plague on the
other,” said one.

#] thought you were in Parls, enjoying
Les Trois Fréres, and the charms of dac-
earat,” said theé other,

. Conway laughed gayly.
#Tt is like 2 scene in & play, my dear

fellow, We thought each other st the an-

tipodes, and we suddenly encounter each
other on a lonely road of the backwoods.
Are you bound for Charleston?” . -

¢ For nowhers else. Juet as I was leav-
ing for the East—leaving Marseilles, that is
—q " Jotter reached me which left me no
alternative but that of return. One of these
troublesome peoples, who make it a principle
to do every thing at the most inconvenient
time imaginable, had suddenly died, and Jeft
me without any reliable business agent. If
was come back, or be robbed to an unlimited
extent. T came back.” ‘

“That's your. sober English caution,
Ainglie,” .

% [t's not your headlong Irish impatience,
I know, Come, turn back. with me.. Lef
us spend the night in Ayre, and go on fo-
gether to-morrow. - I take it for granted
you are drifting about as much at large as
ever.”

“No, by Jove! I not only have a
special object in view just' mow, but I'm
nailed down to an appointment, You have
heard me speak of my unecls, Mr. Seyton;
well, I must be at his house to-night.”

A gance of quick intelligence passed
between them—a glanee which Mr. Blake
did not fail to mnote, and seore down fo
Philip Conway’s discredit; and- then Mr.
Ainslie said:

“Your unclel Tray accept my con-
gratulations. Then this gentleman is not—"
and he turned to Mr. Blake,

“He is my uncle’s business agent,” said
Conway quickly, and somewhat werningly.
“Mr. Blake, let me introduce my friend Mr,
Ainslie.”

Mr. Blake touched his hat, not very
graciously ; and while Mr. Ainslie said a
few commonplece words of greeting, he
oocupied himself in observing the persona}
appeerance of this new candidate for favor
or distrast,

This was all that he saw:
ingly like Philip Conway’s both in build and
ocarrisge, save that what was graceful slender-
ness in one, took the appearance of spareness
in the other; and a sunburnt face that was
only redeemed from positive ngliness by apair

of singularly brillisnt hazel eyes, with some-

. Afigure strik-
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thing so exquisite and remarkable in them,
that nobody could possibly have denied
theit beauty, and few peopla resisted their
fascination. This one point{ was all the
claim Mr. Ainslie eould advance toward
good looks; but a certain ease and grace of
manner seconded it so well, that, even on
first sight, he was an unusually atiractive
person—even on first sight peeple began to
thick him charming—and rarvely changed

. their minds on closer acquajntance. For,

just as there was something in Philip Con-
way's dark, handsome face which inspired
distrust, and made worldly-wise men and
women, look askance at him, so in this face,
which barely escaped ugliness, there was
something that caused the most worldly
wise to give confidence and bestow trust
almost involuntarily,

Even Mr. Blake felt the subtile influcnce
which so many had [felt before him--—oven
he, looking. ab this| man, could mot but
betieve in him, and even he began to think
better of Philip Conway for possessing such
a friend. This feeling rather increased than
sabsided with every suceceoding minute, and
when he heard Mr. Ainslie sny that he
might possibly spend some days in Ayre, as
his horse needed recruiting, and his mind
needed companionship, he was conscious
of something which was, curiously enough,
almost o sense of reliefl

“ Then I will see you early in the morn-
ing," Philip Conway said, and with this
understanding they parted: Mr. Alnslie pro-
ceeded forward to the town, and, as the two
others rode along in the oppesite direction,
Mr. Conway told hig companion something of
the man from whom they had just parted.

He was immensely wealthy, he said, the
sole inheritor of twol equally colossal for-

 tunes, one of which had been left by his

father, and tho other by a maternal uncle;
but, instead of making this wealth the key
to sooial influence or political power, or
philanthropy or pleasure, or any other of
the ‘common toys of men, ho had done little
mors than spend his time in wild, fantastio
wanderings, and in dabbling nfter the man-

L ner of a dileftante in art and seience.

““He has been farther into Africs than-
ever-g white man penetrated bofore," said
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Mr. Conway, warming over the mention of

his friend's achievements, *“He has ex-
plored, and made miraculous eseapes in the
interior of, India; he has ridden onhorse-
back from the Bosporus to the Arctic Ocenn;

he has ascended the Nile,'and crossed the
Libyan Desert ; he has lived in the midst of

the plague in Smyrna and Damasecus ; and he

is a8 well known in the Arab tents as in the,
eafés of the Pelais Royal; he has sounded

more seas, and climbed more mountains,

than any other man of his generation ; he is
equally a2t home with the pearl-divers of

Ceylon and the fishermen of the Hebrides;

he has won an honorsble name smong men

of letters-and science; he is welcomed like
a brother in the studios of Bome and Paris;

and he hns painted piotures that prove he

raight, if he chose, be among the firat’ Of Tiv-

ing artists. In short, he has done every

thing but—" ' ~

“But what?” asked Mr, Blake, whose
interest was on the inerease.

“Buf win secial position in his native
city,”

“What! thet man not a gentleman ¢

“Yes, tho best of gentlemmen. But his
father left some blot on the name—I don'
know exactly what, for such matters seem
to me of little importance—only it wag dark
enough to close the doors of good society for-
ever against his son. I don't think Ainslie
minds it much ¢ but, if he did, it wounld be all
the same. e may climb the Himalayes, and
penetrato the wilds .of Central Afiica, but
bhe c¢an nover hope to enfer a Oharleston
drawing-room."

Before Mr. Blake could reply, tha souml
of flowing water fell upon their ears, and
ir snother moment they were standing on
the bank of the Ayre, with . the ferry-boat
pulling rapidly toward them, and Seyton
House showing clear and dark against the
western sky, :

—rr——

CHAPTER YV,
HEBE IN A RIBBON-SHOP.

Tmeee hos sellom been  more tired
face, serene and sweet though it was, than

that with which Constance Lee was walking




Home on.the Monday. after Mr. Conway's
arrival at Seyton House.

. An éxceedingly tired face—for the re-
verses of the Lee family liad made this girl
a music-teacher, and she had been giving an
unusual number of lessony that morning to
wnugually stupid papils—and, judged by the
rules of beauty, not a pretty face, yet o face
that -had its own charm, nevertheless—a
faoe. with clear, helpful intelligence in if,
with woman's ordinary power of endurance,
and more than woman's ordinary power of
thought ; with earnest, stendfast gray oyes,

with an exquisite month, and with & very’

arch huror in it sometimes, though just
now'it looked so pale and patient—-scarcely
a face to. admire; but scarcely, either, a
face to pity, for we rarely pity those who
‘ecm eapable of bearing their own ‘burden.
Our compassion all goes to the weak shoul-
ders that bend, and to the moaning fips so
.ever ready to complain; yet, perhaps, we
raight bestow it better if we waited for one
of those soldiers of life who pass by with
head erect and steady step, even, sometimes,
with smiling lip, yet the cruel weight—if
we dare call any thing of God's ordination
ornel |—which s laid on them would thrice
double that other, on which we gaze with
swimming eyes. Ahl surely, if sometimes
we entertain angels unawarcs, there are
other times when we live face to face with
heroes and know them not—heroes more
braye than those that died at Marathon]
more enduring than thoss whe starved with-
fn:the walls of Genoal-—for, &3 there are
deaths deeper then the mere physical pang,
g0 there are starvations worse than any of
the body—heroes for whom earth has nev-
er a-song nor o wreath, who die soundless
. g8 they have lived, but whom it may be we
shall find hereafter far above those whom

lifé has covered with praise, and erownod

~ with lanrels.

80, on this bright Monday morning, Con-
stance Lee was walking along very quistly,
the pretiy village street all to herself, and
Her roll of music in her hand, ooking rather
absently befora her, and wondering whether
Waney had remembered to buy the barrel
of flour which was needed, or whether she
ought to go snd see. about it herself, when

there came a quick tread slong the side-
walk behind her, 8 man's fignre at her side,
and' & voiee, rather harsh than ofherwise,
saying, sbroptly:

“How badly you look, Constance!
What is the matter?”

She started, and then turned, w1th a
smile.

“ Nothing much, Franms, thank you.
Some of the children were unusually
troublesome this morning, that is all.”

“ You are sure that is all? Nothing the
matter at home §”

#No, nothing whatever,
and Mabel both in high spirits.

1 left mammsa
You know

there is to be a dinner-party at Seyton

House to-day, and they are cnjoying it in
snticipation.” .

“Yen, I know.
and T was going to ask you about it. Who
is to be there?”

“ Everybody, I believe,” she :mswered
smiling. “Everybedy, that is, whom Mr.
Boyton considers de notre classe. It is
meant {0 introduce his nephew in due form
to society, you know."”

Her companion nodded, and then com-
pressed his lips in & way peculiar to him-
self, as he walked along by her side; in &
way, too, that made quite a young face seem
quite an old one. It was a face too lined
and sunken for symmetry at any time, but,
taken thus, it was peculiarly far from haml-
gome. Keen and worn, almost hagpard in-
deed, from the plainly-marked effects of in-
tellectual toil, it might yot have been refined
by this very toil into & beanty which of
themselves the rugged features lacked, if an
habituslly harsh and unplensant expression
had not marred the effect, and if the caustic
mouth had not more than counteracted the
broad and somewhat benign brow. After
secing his face; you were not surprised at
his voice: after henrm" his volce, yon wers
not surprised at his face. Séldom has Na-
ture fitted two things into more exact ac-
cordance—for, there was not a tone of melo-
dy in the voice, and there was not an ele-
ment of softness in the face. Taking hoth
together, you. felt that impressions greved
on granite were less ineffaceable than this
man’s opinions and this man’s resolves,

I have an invitation,
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"¢ How are you all going out to Seytdbn
House?” he asked, suddenly. “I suppose

“the carriage will be sent for my sunt, but

cannot I drive yourself or Mabel 27

 Mr. Seyton promised to send the boat
for us, and we are going by the river,”
Constance answered. %I think that would

"be pleasanter for you than driving over

these dusty roads, Come with us. Do.”

“J showld like it, but it depends upon
who will eome for yon.”

She looked up a little surprised.

“Who will come for us} Why, who
ghould come besides the boatmen? "

#Mr. Philip Conway, perhaps; consider-
ing that ke did nothmg but stare at Mabel
in church yesterday.”

Mz, Philip Conway was not in church
vesterday.” '

e Mr, Cyril Harding, then.”

“ Nor he,” said Constance, with a merry
laugh, “Te is said to be the strictest of
Protestants, and would- be horrified af the
mere suspleion of attending mags,”

“And is the other one a Protestant
too?" asked Mr. Nowell, with something
like an expression of relief.

'“No, I believe not. But ho had a head-
ache or something of the sort, Mr. Seyton

. 20id, and that kept him at home. The gon-

tleman you saw was a fiiend of his, who is
steying at the House, and with whom every-
body—even Mr. Blake—is in love.”

*He is very ugly.”

“Ugly! How con yonsaysof Ithink
ha has a charming face, and the most heau-
tiful eyes I ever saw.” '

“He certainly gave everybody in your
soat sufficient opportunity for observing
them. Pray was Mabel as much 1mpressed
4g yourself ¢

“Mabel is the only person who has

} taken an . unaccountable dislike to him.

f  She said so yesterday, and this morning she

i reported that she dreamed of smakes all

g night, and that the snales, every one,had
B Lis eyes,”

Mr. Nowell lzughed.
“How fancy and imagination run away

f with her!” he said—but he did not N lt
¥ half a8 sharply as usnal. ’

4 Excitement, too,” said Oonstance.—'-

*See! yonder, she is at the gate, wamng
-for me now."

There she was, mdeed a violet- eyed
golden-haired vision, ]eamng over the low
gate toward-which they were advaneing,
and looking like o Hebe of the spring, with
g wilderness of tender foliage .and. tinted .
blossom on either side, and drooping ten-
drils of the honeysuckle, which was trained
in an arch over the gate, falling all around
her. She opened the pate for them, ‘as they

*| came near, and gave her hand and a smile to

Mr. Nowell while she looked reproaehfu]ly
at her sister,

“0O Constance! what s time you have
been, and mamme §o impatient. I really
thought I should have to send Nancy for
you, What made you leave her eap all in
pieces, and the ribbon—nobody knows

| where?®

Constance looked d1smayed——as well she
!Illg]]t .-

“Mamma’s cap! I forgot it completely.
I had it done up, you know, and I.wassars -
I put the trimming back onit. However,
there is not much to do, only—" '

“Only what$ " .

“1 must first go down the street for
some ribbon, the other is too soiled to be
put back; and I remember now that was
why I waited.”

She turned from the gdbe, but Mabel
summarily laid hold of her.

“Go down street, indeed! You look
very much like it. Con’t I see in your
poor, pale face how tired yonsre? DBesides,
mamma will take hysterics in snother five
minutes, if you don't go to her. Give me
your hat. I will get the ribbon.”

“But, Mabel, you will tire yourself, and
you know the dinner-party—"

“Yes, I know all about the dmner-par-'
ty; and I know, too, that yon seem to think
nobody has & right to be tired but- yourgelf.

Counsin Francis, is this o free and indepen-

dent counfry, sid am I a free and 1ndepen-
dent citizen of it? If so, I summon you, in
the name of liberty, to remove that hat and
give it to me.”

- ¢ Many things quite as hxgh-handed have
been done it the name of Uberty,” said My,
Nowell, a8 he lifted Constance's hat from
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~her brown braids, snd laid it on MabeVs glit-
tering Jocks, * You ean quote Madame Ro-
1and, if yon feel inclined, Constance.”

# 8he had better go and put ‘mamma’s
. cap together,” said Mabel, while she-tied
the strings under her chin, *Dear, what
makes ‘you trim your hats with such an
uglycolor? Iam sure I look like a fright
in it, don’t I, Cousin Francis? ¥ .

 Buppose I say yes, Mabelt”

“ Buppose you know your duty better,
gir? What are-cousins for, if they don’t flat-
ter one and keep one in good-humor§

“T consider their duty in life to be just
. the reverse,”

“T know you (10,” she said, “and that
is just the resson I don’t like you—some-
* times. You lecture too much,”

“Dolt®

“A great deal too mueh "* ghe snswered,
with & preity little toss of the head. «}
like you infinitely better when you are
agreeable, and, as you seem to be in a toler-
- ‘sble good-humor mow, I will let you go

down-strect with me.—Conatance, what sort
of ribbon do you want?"

“Two yards of lavender lutestring, jnch
width, if you will go, Mabel. Dut I am
really afraid the sun wﬂl give you a head-
ache.”

-+ Cousin Francis will tell you that it is
time I should get used fo headaches, Ile

“gays I am spoiled to death, and that, if ¥ had
any strength of mind, I would unspeil myself.

. I'mean, for once, to prove that I possess the
necessary strength of mind.”

Constance sew that further reronstrance
wag -useless, She said to Mr, Nowell,
¢ Take care of her,” and then she went into

the house to find the cap, snd pamfy her

mother, &
Moanwlile, Mabel set off down-sirect,

“wearing the modt simple of morning-dresses,

her curls all dishevelled, perfoctly innocent
of gloves, veil, or parasol, and altogether a
figure which greatly horrified the two Miss-
¢a Crane—chopping in green silks ned black-
lace shawls—when she met them on the
moin street. They hoth stared; for Ayre
. was very faskionable, and it was not con-
sidered the style to appear on Maln Street
in any except “dress” costume. Dut Ma-

bel smiled as brightly ss if her offence had
been one of the most venial nature, and
then, with 4 pleasant good-morning, flitted
past them into a lace-gnd-ribbon shop,

The two ladies locked at each other.

“Did you ever see the like of that?"
‘said one,

“She has been sé spoiled, I am hardly
surprised,” answered the other. * People
really seem to think her something more
than mortsl, while, for my part—I like her
very much, of course, but I ¢an see that she
belioves she can do oxactly what she
pleases.”

« And Franecis Nowell, too!” said the
ﬁrst o little regentfully. “I wonder he
would have come down-street with her, and
she such s figure!

‘“Everybody knows that Franecis Now-
ell is in love,” returned the other, with a
shrag; “and a man in Jove has about as
much sense as this parasol.
do no wrong® in his eyes, you may be sure,
Lavinia.”?

“Men are very great fools,” paid Miss
Lavinia, in an aggrieved fone, for, as it
chanced, nobody had ever been tempted to
folly on her account.” “But still, Francis
Nowell—he might know that a gir? like
Mabel—a girl who has been so much flat-
tered and spoiled—would never marry 2
man like him.” :

“8he might do worse.
-ented.”

“But he is poor,’ said Miss Lavinis, in
wuch the same tone that she might have
said, but he is o gamester, or & felon, or any
thing else utterly disreputable, “He is
poor; and you may be sure her family will
never let Mabel marry anybody but a rich
mgn, Indeed, Mrs. Phifer was tellmg me
yesterday—"

“Hush!* said her sister, in a warmng
whisper. “There is Mrs. Phifer in that
shop.”

“ Well, what of that? Shedid not tell it
to me a8 asecret It was only that—but here
she comes.—Dear Mrs, Phifer, how. glad 1
am to gea you!l”

Doar Mrs. Phifer was a atout olderly

He is very tal-

lady in black, with a very imposing  pres-

ence, & Rtoman nose, and an air half mapis-

. to the door,
| - plece of cassimere I chose.
very inferior, and— Ah, my dears, I am

‘The king can -

: - suddenly cleared.

B frther’s plan of marrying her to one ‘of his

" Agyreo.
¢ euthority for it.”

HEBE IN A RIBBON-SHOP, ' oY

* terial and half clerical, which went far to

prove thai, although & “minister’s wife,”
she was very unlike the meek creature who
generally fills that position, but considersd
horself second in importance snd influence

.to nobody in the parish. She met the two

green gilk divinities in the middle of the
pavement, just as she stepped out of a tai-
lor’s shop, whera she had been to order a
pair of pantaloons—not for herself, but for
her husband.

“ Mind, Mr. Pierce, a little longer, and
‘not nearly so tight as the last pair,’? she was

seying to the tailor, who had followed her
“Now, don't forget which
The other is
very glad to seo you. How well you are
both looking!™” |

Of course, they both returned the com-
pliment, as they walked on together; and
then Miss Lavinia went back $o the subject
which had beeh under discussion by her sis-
ter and herself, a few minutes before,

~ “We were just speaking of you, dear

Mrs. Phifer,” she said, * and I wes just be-
ginning to repeat to Ellen what you told
me after church yesterday, sbont Mabel
Lea and her godfather. Don’t yon remem-
ber

“Mabel Lee!™ ‘said Mrs. ‘.Phlfer, vnth
rather s puzzled look; and then her face
8 Oh,' yes, about her god-

nephews, was it not? That is the report,

. undoubtedly ; but we can hardly trust mere

gossip, you know.”

*Of eourse not,” said Miss Lavinia, who
wag the originator. of half the gossip of
“But I thought you quoted some

“Did 12" snid Mrs, Phifer, looking puz—

b 2lod again, for, in the multiplicity of subjects
B vhich en‘grossed her attention, she was apt
8 to become somewhat oblivious of univpor-
j tant matters, “ Perhape I did, my dear, but
L I don’t remember who it could have been.
- T heard that Mr. Seyton had sent foi Lis
# two nephews, in order to choose an heir,
| and that he would choose whichever one
L ogreed to mdrry Mabel, That wasall. You
[ 88w one of them in church' yesterday—the

siranger who occupied -4 seat in the right-
hand pew, néxt the chancel,””-

“Yes, I sow him,” said Miss Lavinis, in
a tone which Ieft no doubt of the faet.
‘ How handsome he is] :

“Very handsoms, and a most exee]lent
young Christian,” said Mrs. Phifer. “He
called on Mr, Phifer after the sermon, and
I was never more edified than by hig con-
versation. He assured ug that, instead of de-
siring the inheritance of Seyton House, he
very much hoped his uncle would not leave
it to him. His cousin needs it much more,
ho gaid, and, for limself, he desires to enter
the minisfry, ‘My Master’s gervice,’ he
added, ‘is honor ¢nough for me.’”

The young ladies gave a low murmur of
admirstion.

“Yes, my dears, yes. But then, you see,
it is to be hoped thet ho will obtein it, for
this young Conway is of most dreadful char-
aoter. Mr. Harding could scarcely spesk of
him without a shudder, and, although he
said very little, it was evident what he
thought, For myself, I confess that I shud-
der "—she suited the action to the word—
“to thick of the Seyton property passmg
into ‘such hands.”

“But it has not passed into them yet "
said the elder Miss Orame, “and ‘Mn
Beyton—" _

“Mr. Beyfon has mot an ides beyond
Mabel Lee,” interrupted Miss Lavinia.
“People always prophesied that, instead of
renewing the entail, he would- leave the
property to her. I haveno doubt he would
have done so, but for this bright ides of
marrying her to tHe heir. What a nice race
there will be between Mr, Conway and Mr.
Hoarding! " ‘ )

Baid Mrs. Phifer, stifffy: “I doubt if
Mr, Harding will malke any effort to secure
the inheritance which ought to be his by
right.”

“ Oh, dear ! trust him for that! " eaid Miss.
Crazne, in an inetedalous tone.” “No matter
if he s a Christian, Ohristiens want woney
as much as anybody else.. And then, Mrs,
Phifer, we all know that Mabel is so pretty
that everybody falls in love with her. Mr.
Harding may do that.”

" Mrs, Phifer smiled Iofhly, but before ahe '
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conld reply, in terms of sufficient force, Miss
Lavinia gave hef arm a nipping pinch, and
exclaimed, in gn intense whisper: “There
he is now! "

“There is whol?® asked her sister,

eagerly, while Mrs, Phifer was too indig-

nant with her arm to take interest in any
other matter, *“There whe is, Lavinia? "

“ The gentlernan who was in church yeg-
terday. Don’t you recognize his figure?

. They all turned and looked quickly. A
gentleman was leisurely sauntering down
the street in front of them, and—yes—they
all recognized the graceful figure and fault-
less coat which they had admired the day
before. True, the coat had changed from

- black to fawn color, gnd there wag an sir

about the figure of the je me sais quoi in
style and elegance, which had been fotally
- lacking before; but they could, one and all,
swear to it as the very ssme they had seen
_oscupying the right-hand pew nezt the
chanoel—when lo! the stranger turned his
head, so-that they caught a glimpse of his
profile, and they saw at once that they had
made - mistake.
“Tt is mot he, after all,” said Miss La-
vinia, a Bittle crestfallen.
"not handsome "
¥ Gooduness! who canhebet” exelmmecl
her siater.
‘Whoever ke Was, he turned abruptly
.into the very shop where Mabel Lee was
buying two yards of lavender ribbon.
" This business had proved to be one of
cdongiderable duration, for Mr, Nowell elected
himself referes in the matter, and so unhesi-

"™ tatingly condemned all*the delicate .tints

which were poured out on the counter, that
Mabel found herself at 1ast decidedly waver-
ing in her own judgment.

“Whmt will you have?” she cried, ap-
pealmgly, after every shade of purple, lllac,
 nnd lavender, had been slternately shown
 and snoccessively vetoed. *“Ifnone of these
guit, what do you advise?.”

“Bring some gray and stone color,” said
Mr. Nowell to the clerk.—* That is what I
advise, Mabel,” e said, when the desired
giticles made . their appearance,
of these will snit my sunt. But she is much
too old to wear these frippery things.”

“Put, oh, is he |’

¢ Either-

* “Too old! Mamma! TIdon't know
what you mean, sir. I only wish you were
half as young as she is. She would lack
dreadfully in thoge horrid things.”

. “How often must I tell you, Mabel, that
looks are of no importance?®

“Then if looks are of no importance,
whet must one consult when one buys rib-
bonst?

4 Propricty,” answered  Mr. Nowell,
briefly— ¢ propriety which says, at present,
thig."”

And he held the stoniest of the grays
toward her.

But Mabel drew back almost petulantly.

« Propriety may say o, if it chooses, snd
you besides, Counsin Francis; bus, for all
that, Y am not going to shock mamms by
taking such a thing home. Delicate colors
are bacoming to her. She is like me.”

“Like you, is she} Then I should not
be surprised'to go back and find her arrayed
in any enormiiy—even a red gown.”

“ Did you ever see me in & red gown?”

“1 certainly never saw you in any thing
like the sedate and proper colors Constance
wears,”

“No, I hope not, consxdermg that 1
don't want to make a fright of myself. But
come, I must choose mamma’s ribbon,

Which shall it be—this lilac, or thxs.

mauve?”
_ “They sre equally unfit for the par-
pose.”

“And equally pretty Tell me which

is the most becoming ; that will decide the.

matter, See, now.”

She held a knot of the ribbon to each
gide of her sunny hair, and looked up at
him with a smile that might have melted
a man of bronze, Francis Nowell was not
quite a man. of bronze—let him do his nf-
most to harden himself; and he looked at
her silently, looked so earnestly, so almost

passionately, that, after a moment, the

lashes sunk over the sweet viclet eyes, and
o tinge of additional color gtole into -the
lovely face.

Tt was at this moment that the stranger’s

glance fell on her, and he entered the shop

at once—entered it almost like oneunder a

gpell.

‘& veil, Mabel.

IN -TEE

Mabel was fronting the door—she had
turned round from the eounter to her cousin
—and 50, had only o vaise her eyes, when

tho light was darkened by the entrance of |.

the new-comer, She did not raisethem;
and a1 that Francis Nowell saw was a sud-
den, vivid blush, which sprend Jike lightning
over the fair skin, until it reached even the
roots of the golden hair.

. He turned sharply, ¢ud saw, for thao first
time, 8 face which he was destined to see
often, to hate bitterly, to suspect cruelly, to
like never, It may be that he was g jealous
lover, or it may be only that he was a keen
lawyer; but his first, instantaneous impres-
sion of that face was one of digtrust—an
impression which may have been istinet,
or only prejudice, but which affer-events
geemed to justify, and which he never con-
quered or forgot. So, after ons haughty
stare—a stave that was returned with in-
terest—he brought his attention back {o
Mabel, and zaid, coldly:

“Buy either of the things, Mabel, or
both, if you choose, and let s go. Iam
gure Constance must wonder at your Iong
absence.”

% Yea,” answered Mabel, absently.—
tTwo yards, if you please,”” she said to

" the clerk. And oh! how terribly conscious

she was of her muslin dress, her falling hair,
and her gloveless hands.

% Two yards of which piece, ma’am§”

“ Bither—yes, that will do.” .

So two yards were measured and eut off
from_the brightest shade of purple among
them all. At last, too, it was paid for, and
the change made, a matter which Mr. Now-
ell thought would never be accomplished,
and, when they were once fairly out of the
shop, be could no longer restrain his vexa-
tion,

“You ought not to come out without
I have told you so often.
Women are never secure- from impertinent

staring. Ishould have liked amazingly to{.

knock that fellow down. I wonder who he
is? That man who came into the shop just
now, and stared st you so, I mean.”

Mabel did not answer for a mament.
Bho was twisting the little pareel of ribbon

- nervously round her fingers; but, after a

GARDEN,

whilp, she looked up at her cousin, “It
was Mr. Philip Jénway,” she said, quietly,
“I know him gt once,”.

—re

CHAPTER VI,
iN THE GARDEW.

Two gentlemen were loitering on the
terrace of Seyton House-—one of them
smoking, and the other lesning idly over
the balustrade—when the boat econtaining
the Lee party came in sight.

“ Throw saway your cigar, Phil,"” said he
of the balustrade, with a laugh. * Your gal-
lantry will be put to the touch in a moment
—for yonder comes your Hebe of the rib-
bon-ghep.”

“ Then I hope her Cerberos is not in at-
tendance still,"said Mr, Conway, earelessly.
“However, we shall not bo disturbed, Tha
landing is down yonder, and they cross the
lawn to the front of the house,.
dencedly good eyes, Alnslie. How can you
possibly tell who is in that craft, at {Ris dis-
tence? " .

“It was not my eyes, but my ears, that -
were good in this base,” answered Mr
Ainstie. “I heard whom the bogt wasto be
sent for, and therefore did not find it hard.

| to conjectare who wasinit. Yonderdg.a

blue parasol. Do divinities use blue parasnla,
Phil ¢ -4,

“They only wear lunp dresses, and * ax- .

trgordinary hats, as far es my knowleﬁge
extends,” answered Mr, Conway, “But
you ought to know, Ti is said you devoted
your attenfion to the question, in the most
candid mauner, yesterday.”
“Who says sof " ] .
“All--Ayre, I believe, I heard several
people mention the fact this morning, so I
thought you must have done some staring
out of the ordinary way.” ‘
Mr. Ainslie shruggetl his shoulders,

You have

.

B
K

“%Btaring,.as if-is vulgularly called, is o g
license perinitted to an artist—and I am an ®

artist for the nomce, By-the-by, did you

know your unclé has engaged me profa&-

sionally 2" o
“*What do you meant

&
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o Fust whet I say. He was so much do-
lighted with that miniature I painted of
you, and regretted so deeply to find that it
was not' the work of a professional artist,
that I could not help offering my services.
And what do you sappose he wanted me to
dot?” :

¢ Paint his own likeness.”

“ No; that of some one else.”

Mr. Conway turned round and looked at
his sompanion with some appearance of in-
terest—the first, he had evinced.

© #Not the enb’s, surely.”

“ Hardly,” said his friend; with a laugh.
" 4No; the divinity herself, Don' ‘byouenvy
me$ " '

“Tmpossible to say, untll I know wheth-
or or not she has any brains under those
golden locks of hers.”

~ “Brains are & very secondary considera-
fion, earo mio. A woman’s face is all that
i worth attention—for, after all, there is
goareely an. appreciable difference between
" the most foolish and the most wn,e among
them.”

“I know you think so,” said Mr. Con-
wa.y,.mdlﬁf'erently. “But there have been |
women of senge-—even from our stand-point,
Ralph.”

“May all good angels deliver mo from
them, then]™ cried the other, fervently.
“TFrom ugly women and clever women may

"1 be ever alike preserved |—There, the boat
has touched the landing, and who is that
going down to meet it? "

My unele, I think.”

“But there is gome one with him.”

. “The cub, of course. He follows him

* shout Hike a spaniel.”

# And bores him to desth.”

¢ Tant pis pour lui.” :
Meanwhile, the boatmg«party were busi-

1y disembarking, and had almost aceom-
plished ‘that matter befors Mr. Seyton and
Dis nephew reached them. First came Mrs,
Lee, the most delicate and helpless of hu-
.. man beings, with Constance’s graceful feat-
ures, and Constance’s soft, brown hair, but
with & complean that looked as if all
color had Iong since been washed out of it,
and; wxstful lackadaisical eyes —a bemg

LEE.

ready to seream at every unoffending grass-
hopper or caterpillar, but looking very re-
fined and prefty in her pearl-colored silk
and purple ribbons, nevértheless; a heing
who was plainly in a continual state of in-

but extremely ladylike, and rather attrac-

tive, despite these foibles,- '
Then came Constance, all in & floating

cloud of light gray barfge—at which Mr,

‘Nowell had looked very approvingly when

she made her appearance down-stairs es
they wero about to set out. He entertained
o very grest regard for her—in n utilitarian

ways adopted. He was continually holding
up to Mabel her perfections of character
and ecosteme; but he would quite as soon
have thought of falling in love with his
annt a3 with cither the one or the other of .
these perfections. Yet Constance was
looking very pretiy just then—although the
pallor had not left her face, or the tired
look faded out of her eyes—for her misty
draperies became her wonderfully ; and so
did the soft white lnce she wore at her
neck, and the knot of bright-blue ribbon in
her hmr.

Last uprose Msbel—to find awaxtmg her
Mr. Seyton's eager, outstretched hand, end
Mr. Seyton’s loving, admiring eyes. “My
rose-bud has surpassed herself,” he said, in
Lis delight; and then he led her forward,
with quite a little air of triumph.— Cyril,”
he said, addressing & young man who was
talking to Mrs. Lee, “let me present you fo
my goddaughter.”

The gentleman addressed turned qumkly
and bowed deeply; then, as he raiged his

apparition before him.

“T almost thought you were shout to
introduce the queen of the fairies, sin™ he
sald,

And the compliment was neither so far-

be imagined--for Titania's self never trod

that day.
Tin, but of exquisitely fine fabric, snd its

e\ndently ofi the gué vive for accidents, end |

making had been & labor of love.to Gq;u—

jured feeling and nervous apprehension—

point of view—and mnothing pleased him
‘more than the quiet style of dress she al-

face, he gave one long look at the exquisite ‘

fetched nor so high-flown as might at first.

earth in lovélier guise than did Mabel Lee-
Her dress was only white mus- -

. IN THE
stance's nimble fingers, Mr. Nowell groaned
vainly over the endless ruffies, the dainty
flounces, and airy puffs; he lectured vainly
over the broad rose-colored sash aund rib-
bons ; for neither groans nor lectures short-
ened Constanee’s labor, or curbed Mabel’s
delight, one whit, e alone had refused
his tribute of admiration when she came
down fully dressed that day—refused if,

_though even Father Lawrence, who chanced

to step in gt the moment, had declared that
she might be painfed for St. Agnes or St.
Cecilia. “I am sure that neither St. Agnes
nor Bt. Cecilia ever wore any thing of that
foolish and improper description,”said Mr,
Nowell, severely—and now he had to stand
by snd hear this impertinent eoxeomb make
a utill more odious comparisen. “The
queen of the fairies, indeed! They will
spoil hor beyond all hope of cure,” he
thought to himsell, savagely, wishing the
while in his heart of hegrts that he could
teke her sway from them gll, and shut her
up where never man’s eyes save his own
should fall upon her—nor & man’s volice
speak admiration. Perhaps in that case he
might have seen no harm even in the white
muslin flounces and rose-colored ribbons,
Ag for Mr. Cyril Harding, he was walk-
ing beside Mrs. Lee, and answering her well-
bred commonplaces, but he did little else

¢ save stare ab Mabéi, all the way to the

house—Mabel, who was clinging to ber god-
father’s arm, and talking to him gayly, quite
oblivious of the admiring eyes bent upon
her, exeept that they had struck her as very
black and very d1sao'reeable in expression
when she firat met them,

Yot Mra. Phifer and the Misses Qrane
had thought Mr. Harding an exceedingly

handsome man—-and so he was, barring the
unmistakable stamp of the prig, and barring

8o a certain solemnity of aspect and stiff-
ness of demeanor, which did not sit well on
86 young & man, and gave him rather the
aspect of u eaturnine divine—an aspect
which (like many other things too tedious

g to mention) requires a cultivated evangeli-

ool taste to appreciate it; and which Mabel,-
bemg neither cultivated nor evangelical, dlc!

_  not at all fancy.

“He looks like & preacher,” she whis-
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pered to her godfsther, with alittle confi-
dential pressure of the aym.  “I don’t like
him in the least.” : )

#T wonder if you will hka tha other any
better, Mab?” :

“That remains to be seen,” she an-
swered. And the mext moment they were
nnder the shadow of the portico.

Mrs, Nesbitt, the housekeeper, mot them
in the hall with many eourtesies, and at
once led the ladies away to the chamben
prepared for their reception. Mrs. Lee wasr
to do the honors of the house on this ceea-
sion—ihe first of the kind on many a long
day—so her interest in all the detalls of

arrangement was, for the time, quite as live-
Iy a3 if she had been done fide mistress of -
Seyton House, In this mood, Mrs. Nesbitt
was only too ready fo humor her—there
being this thing, that thing, and the other -
thing, concernidg all of which she had
wished to ask Mrs. Leo's advice. Would it
trouble Mrs, Les too much just to step down.
to the dining-room and pantry? She could
decide so much better about thoe épergnes .
after she had seen them—not to speak of the
disputed point between herself and the but-
ler #s to the serving of fruit on silver or
glass. Mrs. Leo replied that it would not’
in the least trouble Lier too mueh ; and, bare-
Iy allowing Constance to fasten her collar,
she rustled away, with the voluble house-
keeper in close attendance, So, left alone,
the two sisters looked at each other and
smiled,

“Mamma will be happy for the next
hour,” said Constance. “Now, what shall
we do? "

“ Godowa to godpapa, ' suggested MabeI

“Well, no; becanse that means going
down to the other gentlemen also: and 'we
shall have guite enough of them at dinner.
Let us go to the garden. T have not seen it
this spring.”

“Have you not? Then you have nok
seen any of Mr, Farris’s tew improvements,
Yes, that ia where we WlIl go. Put on your
hat.”

“I have it Liere,
back-stairs? "

Shall we go down the - ‘

“Of course; if we were seen, wo shoiﬂ(!
be "-"!l}'lald Hush now |
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They ren hg,htly down the narrow stmrs,
past the pantry, where Mrs, Lee’s voice was
heard emphatic in commsnd and adwoe,
down a passage, out of a side door, and
straight across & green slope of sunny sward,
into the beawtiful and far-famed gardens of
Seyton House,

" They had never lopked more beautifal,
or better deserved their fame, than on this
lovely May afternoon; and the sisters wan-
dered up and down the long alleys, admired
all the skilful gardener’s new improvemsnts,
and discwssed the rival merits of Noisette
and Bengal roses, quito oblivious of the faet
~ that many earriages had already deposited
{ thelr occupants at the door of the houss,
i Mabel, in espectal, seemed to have entirely
' forgotten time and circamstances; and was
only intent upon o certain South American
shrub that she wished to show Constance,
but could not find. She wandered off in
moarch of it, leaving her sister quite alone.
" The latter sat down patiently to wait her

return; but i was not long before she
heard her name called, and saw two gentle-
men advancing down the path toward her
One, she knew, was Mr. Ainslie—the other
ghe counld only conjecture to be Mr. Conway.
They apologized for their appearanece, ex-
plaining that the company having all ar-
rived, while her sister and-herself were not
to be found in the house, Mr. Seyton had
grown uneasy, and Mrs, Lee nervous, and
they themselves had been sent in quest of
the truants. No; Miss Lee must not think
it was a troublo—or that they did not very
willingly mndertake such a pleassat service,
They were forfunate to find her so soon;
and-~if they. rmght. inquire—where was her
sister ¢

Constance gave all the information she
posgessed on that subject, and Mr. Conway
at once volunteered to seek the missing de-
.moiselle. ) ‘

. “I know the locality of the Brazilian
plenit very well,” he said.—Ralph, you
had better take Miss Leo to the house. I
will follow with Miss Mabel as soon as1
find her.” -
: So saying, he liffed his hat, and strode
"+ awsy.down the same path that Mabel had

“advanced and took off his hat;
to intrude—sorry to disturb you—but I

LEE.

Suddenty he paused, for there, in an open
space, wag the brilliant tropical shrub, cov-
ered with gorgeous blossoms, and scenting
the air with its rich fragrance, while close
besido it, bending over the cup of a large
bloom, was a slender, white-clad form, that
might have been a sylph or a saint, in that .
Dbeautiful bright framework of flowers. He
stood for 4 moment of strange self-forgetful-
ness, gazing with admiration at this lovely
vision; and it was only her evident and in-
creasing embarrassment which recalled his
recollection.

“Pardon me,” he said, courteously, ashe
41 gmsorry

have been sent—"

“For me?" said Mabel, Wlth a start.
#QOh, dear] am I so Jate gs that?”

“Yon are very late,” replied Mr. Con-
way, smiling at her consternation. ¢ Mrs,
Lee and my uncle are becoming anxious,
and the latter did me the honor to send me
to hasten your return.”

much trouble. I will go and find my sister,
'who is in the garden also.”

“Miss Leo has already returned to tha
house with Mr. Ainslie.”

“Indeed!”

She started quickly forward, but her
muslin flounces ecaught in the prickly shrub,
which seemed loath tolet her go, and in an-
other moment there might have been a de-
struction of all Constance’d work, if Mr, Con-
way had not come to the rescue. .

He bent over her to loosen the filny
fabric; hent so close that he marked every

| throb of the azure veins on the hand that

strove to help and only hindered him; so
close that something seemed to umnerve
him completely,.and the strong, subtile per-
fume of the shrub rushed over him with an
almost overpowering effect. In all the after-
years of his life, he conld never endure that
fragrance, or see without a shudder the gor-
geons blossoms that held Mabel Lee’s dress

ghe went to meét.
“That will do, thank you. Xam entirely
disengaged now. But I am afraid yon have

taken ten minutes befors,

torn your hands dreadfully,” said the sweet,

4T am very sorry to have given you so -

. such theories would go, if we only knew the

that day, as if they held her from the fate -
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ghlish voice over his head,

Hleeding !

He looked at them absently. They were
bloedmg, certainly, but nof very much,
.Teking from his pocket a white handker-
chief, ho carelessly pressed it upom the-
scratches, from which & few crimson drops
had issued, and, smiling at the wistfal ex-
“pression of her face, lield them out for her
inspeation,

“I hope your dress has sufferod no more
serious injury,”. he said. “ Will_yon go
now§”

“Yes, certainly."

She spoke hurriedly, and again started
forward, for the Ayre cods of propriety was
very strict, and——what would they think of
her in the drawing-room?

What they weuld think did not matter
in the least to Mr. Conway; o, taking un-
fair advontarro of her evident preoceupation
of mind, he chose the most circuitous reute
to the houqe, and then proceeded to open a
convorss.tmn .

“Do you know T think wo are en rap-

port, Miss Leo?” he said, in his frank, easy
manner. “I fancy that there is whnt my
friend Ainslie, who dabbles in mef;aphys-
ies, calls o ‘sympathetic intuition * between |
us. I eannot imagine, otherwise, why I
shonld have known you at once when I saw
you in-that shop this morning; nor why I
now feel a positive assarance that I need
not present myself formally to you, by
mentioning my name.”

" “I eannot tell why you shonld have
known me,” answered Mabel, “smiling, and
blughing a little; ‘“but the resson why 1
Inew you is very snnp]e I have Been your
likeness.”

Mr. Jonway gave one flashing g]ance
b her, and then laughed.-

“Ho there goes all my fine theory of

sympathetie intuition——the way that mest

trath, I suspect. I shall tell Ainglie shout
this the next time he boresme with Kant
and Jean Paul. I wonder if you are going
to deal 80’ ‘summarily with another ides of
ming — an 1dea that we shall Iike each
other 27

“They are

something of the same way,” replied Mabel,
glancing up into the dark, handsome faoo
that looked down upon her. “Yen have -
heard my dear godfathor talk of me in a
way to prepossess liking, and I—"

Sho stopped suddenly, somewhat em-
barrassed. She certainly liad not heard her
Qear godfather speak of him in terms that
could possibly propossess liking.

“And yon?" ssid Mr. Conway, who
knew perfectly well why. she hesitated—-
“you could scarcely have heard any ome
speak well of me. Do you mean to say
that we are not to like each other? ®

Bhe had recovered something of selfe
possession by this time, and looked up Bow,
smiling quite archly.

“You are very kmd But sappose I
suy Yes??”

“Iwould not advise it ;. that is all.”
“Why not §” :

He gave his careless, graceful shrug
“Only beoause I should construe it into
a challenge, and, 25 I am a man who seldom
guffers execntlon to fall ghort of resolve, I
should end by making you like me whether -
you would or no,”

“Indeed! ™

"He had succeedod in piquing her slightly.
The cool little “ Indeed ™ testified to" that;
But it was only very slightly ; for, after s
moment, she looked up with s sly, ﬁlttmg
blush.

“J dont think you need foel yourself
challenged, Mr. Conway. I have every dis-
position to like you, for T am sure my dear
godfather s nephew must be worth liking,”
“ Buffer me to remind you that relation-
ship to your dear godfather i8 a distinection
which I possess in common with Mr. Oynl
Hardmg "

“Well, and what then? I should any
the same thing to My, Harding.” -

“Then you are very unkind, and a hi;tle
‘ungrateful, too,” said her compa.mon, smil-,
ing. “ My liking i3 rot based upon any
such ordinary consideration, I have heard '
my uncle tall of ‘you incessantly ever since
‘my arrival, without having once entertainéd
tho most transient desire -to ses you} ‘and
when your face drow me into the ribbon- -

“I think I mlght account for that in
3

shop this morping, I should have felt pre-
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oigely. the same degree of interest if it had
belonged to Miss Mabel Smith, instead of -
Miss Mabel Lee.”

What could Mabel say ¢ It was impossi-
Yla for her to tell him that her liking ante-
dated even this; and that, from the first
hour when she saw it on the river, his face
had never ceased to haunt both her waking
and sleeping dreams. Fortungtely, they
came in sight of the drawing-room windows,
and she was spared reply; for who should
appear ot one of them but Miss Lavinia
Crane, with the sombre outline of Mr. Hard-
ing looming behind her—a sight which at
once banished every thing from Mabel's
mind, save the dreadful thought of Ayre
propriety! '

. % What will they think of me?” she said,
thls time alond; “and how shell I ever
again have coumge to goin}"

WThere is no diffculty about that”
snswered her companion, encouragingly.

_ #Tgke my advice, and laugh it off care-
losaly,. -Suppose we storm one of the win-
dqws? It will be & more informal mode of
entrance than by the door.”

Mabel would have agreed to any thing;
so they sfruck across the lawn, Mr. Conway
drew ‘gside the heavy silken draperies, and

the next moment they faced that most
golemn and injured of all assemblages--a
party of people waiting for dinner.

————

OHAPTER VIIL,

" MB, ATSSUIN'S BXPERIMENT.
" As usual, the anticipation considerably

transocnded the reality. A storm of langh-
ter and josting reproaches greeted the fru-
ant and her captor;. that was all. The an-
nouncoment of dinner, soon benished them
from the public mind, and there ensued the
bustle of getting more than thirty people
into orderly array--o bustie which Mabel
gnd her cavalier watched very quietly from
their - window stand-point, until Mrs. Lee
gwopt by on the arm of a portly ex-gov-

ernor. ‘ .
«1 am. very sorry, Mr. Conway,” she

to take Mabel into dinner.
has been disposed of, and—"

little doubtfully.
of o dinner-party proof of either? Ihope,
by-the-by, you don’t mind ¢old soup, Mr.
Conway L7

LEE,
Everyhody clse

“Henven be puused for it1” said Mr.

Conway, devoutly, as the rest of the sen-
tonce was lost in her onward progress.
“Do you mesn to say now that there is no
truth in metaphysics, or luck in garden
rambles, Miss Lee? "

“I dor't know,” answ:ered Miss Lee,
#Is bringing up the rear

« prefer it warm, undoubtedly.”
u Then wo had better move forward,

for, as it m, T fear we shall hardly obtain

good genta.”
They moved forward accordingly,'and,

being the last couple to enter the dining-
room, drifted into what seats they could;
and found on one side of them an old lady
who had ecome to enjoy her dinner simply
for her dinner’s sake, and, on the other, two
agrieultaral worthies, whose conversational
ideas seomed bounded by tobacco-lands and
Devon cattle.

Mr. Conway made a wry face over his
soup, which was very well cooled indeed ;
but, for all that, he did not seem to take hIS
position ‘much to heart. Onthe contrary,
he was evidently in .that frame of mind
common to s all, when, from our own high
estate of good fortune, or happiness, or

others. Glancing down the long table, he
the entertainment of one of the prottiest
girls in the room, and forthwith, without
any apparent reason, he told Mabel that he
was very sorry for him.

tForry 1™ repeated Mabel, opemng her
eyes. “Why should you be sorry for him
Because he has not ecld soup, like yout”

% No; becaunse he has to entertain that
young lady with pink roses in her aubum
hair. I tried her awhile before dinner, and
I found—but I beg pardon, she may be a

friend of yours.”
#She is not exactly a friend of mme,

said Mabel, “but I lke her very much:

paused & moment to say, * but you will have

She is very nice, I sssure you.”

_' @+ ¢ o ) . ] 4 *
& ¢ “1agree with the Spaniards in considering

. | whatever else it may be, we look with a
sublime sort of pity on the low estate of

gaw his friend Ainshie devoting himself to

- tweon ug, yet we agrée somehow,”
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“She may be verymice, but she is the
farthest in the world from being very inter-
esting. 'What is her ngme? ™

 Ning Eston.”

““Rather pretty. So is she, barring - the
color of her hair,” .

1 like red hair,” said Mabel, decidedly,

it a great beauty.”

“I like golden hair,” returned Mr, Clon-
way, with a point-blank stare at her own
locks. “In my opinion, people should nev-
er have any other sort. Do you think Ains-
lie’s hair protty? It is red enough to suit
you.”

“On the contrnry, it is mot half red
encugh to snit me,” said Mabel, looking at
/It has a rod dash, certainly ; but

Ainstie.
I should eall it chestnut,”

“Bhould you? It's not my idea at all.
He is an ar-

Bot T will ask him about it.
tist, and will know.”

f An artist] ™ repeated Mabel, and she
-looked at him again. Then sudden]y, with-
out any connection with what had gone be-
fore, she asked, “ Does he mean to stay long
at Seyton?”

“That depends entirely on whether Sey-

ton proves agreeable to him or not,”’ CUon-

way answered, carelessly, “His time is
quite at bhis own disposal, and he will stay
23 long as lie finds it pleasant. = Certainly,
also, he will not leave with my unele's
good-will, for, by some reans or other, he
has quite won his heart,”

“ Everybody seems to like him.»

“Like is-a faint word. I have never
seerr any thing equal his power of fascina-
tion; He charms people almost without
:.::) r‘:iﬂ'grt by a smgle glanee, or a single,

“I suppose he charmed you in that
wayt”™
_ “No, truly,” answered he, with g laugh
“I am & very cold-blooded person, and al-
though T like Ainslie tolerably well—better,
much, than I like most people—yet no one
could possibly aceuse me of being faseinated
by him, Thereis very little in eommon be-

© * “You will not mind if I ask you a ques-

- “Notin the least. I am at your service
to answer 4 hundred, if you will,”
Bhe hesitated s moment, and then glameed
up, speaking hastily, -
‘I he 2 man whom you would trust? »

Mr. Conway looked astonished, ag in-
deed he had snfficient reason for doing. -

“Trust 1” he repested, as if uncertmﬁ
whether he heard her aright, “Yes, I
should think o, as far as one would feel in-
clined to trust any man of acknowledged
integrity, whose honor hss never suﬁ‘ered
by ashade. It eannot be that you have
ever heard sny thing to the contrary?”

‘ No, no, nothing whatever.”

“Then I hope you do not sk such awk-
ward questionsabont all new acquaintances;
for there are mnot many pecple who can
boast a record so sans reproche aa Ainslie;
and I, for one, could il afford to be Judged
in that way.”

“Youl But I never thought—"

“Of questioning my {rustworthiness,”
he said, with & somewhat bitter Jaugh, “I
hope you will not, Miss Lee, for there are
many besides your friend Mr, Blake who

| will be ready to assure you that no good

fruit ever came of an evil tres,”

4T seldom teke my opinions second
hand,” said Mabel, flushing; “and I should
nomore dream of condemning & man for his
ancestor’s vices, than I should think it safe
to trust him on the eredit of their virtaes."
“You are very good to say so,” answered
he, gratefully. *There are so few people
who sympathize with black sheep, that we
appreciate such liberality of sentiment when .~
we find it. Do you know, I don't think
there would be half so many of us, if we
did not foel reckless from being p]aced go
mercilessly ¢ under the ban?*”

Before dinner was over, the sup went.
down, and, when they all returned to the
drawing-room, they found its lamps Ilghted,
end gleaming in every direotion; though: the
windows were still open, and the spring
dusk was dying awsy among tha blossoms
oufside. The elder people, who had a whole-
some féar of mists and the like, remnined -

| within, and settled themselves to whist and

tion about him, then 1"

conversation ; but the yonnger members of
the company wandered out to the terraco,
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and made more than one passer-by on the
river start at the echo of their clear, young
_volces and ringing laughter. Huch gounds
‘were not common about Seyton House; and
the boatman or two who pulled lazily past,
stared curiously at the windows that semb
forth broad gleams of light, and the groups
leaning ovor the terrace Dalustrade canght
the verses of song floating out in the still air,
" and thonght, no doubt, that the festive ap-
pearance of the whole scene Was very attrae-
. tive. ‘
w1t looks pleasaut, does it mot?” said
Mabel, as she sat with Mr. Harding, near
one of the windows, and gazed out with
eyes full of wistful Jonging. Bhe was very
young yet, and found it as hard to remain
quietly in the house and listen to solemn
dissertations on * the sublime, the heroic,
and Mr, Oarlyle,” while the purple twilight
gathered, the mocking-birds sang, and the
gay voices langhed outside, as if she had
been wseven instead of seventecm, It
looks pleasant, does it not? But I beg par-
don.  You were saying—"
“Nothing of much importance,” said
Mr. Harding, who did not like to be inter-
rupted, and who, during the 1ast'half hour,
had srrived at the conclusion that it was a
great pity that Mabel was so pretty, and a
gtill gréater pity that she was Mr. Seyton’s
goddaughter, since, but for those two facts,
he would have taken himself and his con-
yersational powers where they would have.
Yebn sure of favorable appreciation—noth-
ing of much importence. I was only quot-
ing—but it does not matter. Will you go
on the terrace, Miss Leet . ' :
“No, thank you,” said Miss Lee, hasti-
_1y; for, though the terrace in itself was very
desirable, the terrace, with Mr, Harding for
s companion, would be worse than the
drawing-room, inasmuch as there could be
10 hope of rescne there. “I am very com-
fortable. Do you like musie, Mr. Harding?
1 gse Nina Eston going to the piano, and we
think that she sings very finely. You may
have hoord her. She is first soprano in—"
She stopped short, and colored ; where-
upon Mr, Hording immediately inquired
whéré it was that Miss Eston was flvst so-
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“In a place where you are not likely to

have hoard her,” answered Mabel, laughing

g little at ler own stupidity, “In owr

choir, that is. Her *Agnus Dei’ lasé Sun-

day was Deautiful.” ‘

At the mere sound of these words, Mr.

Harding stiffened into reserve and silence.

He could do o great des], he conld constrain

himself o great deal, for the sake of the end-
he held in view; but one thing he could net
do, ono point where he could nof constrain
himself, was when people spoke in his pres-

ence of that Church which, in all sincerity,

ho believed to be the wife of the devil
1ike Mause Headrigg, his convictions were
too strong either for policy or courtesy, and
it became a matter of simple necessity to
speak his mind freely.

“No, I never heard Miss Eston,” he
goid. “I s sorry that I am not likely to
do so when she sings an—an ¢ Agnus Dei)’
or any thing of that sort. 1 hope I am not
a bigot, Miss Lee, but I hold your churches
to be the abodes of error, and I nover enter
them."

«T do not think they could possibly
harm you,” said Mabel, simply. “But
nothing is so useless as religious discussion.
How animated they are at the whist-table
yondor! Are you fond of whist? ”

«T pever play it,” answered the even-
gelieal gentloman, in his most “evangelical
tone. “I disapprove of all games on prin-
ciple. Backgammon, oW, Or draughts—"
~ Wil he ask me fo play either of
them ? " thought poor Mabel,.in confterna-
tion; but just then the diversion for which
she had been longing arrived. There
was & movement upon her position. - Mr.
Ainslio came to the feseue, and, notwith-
standing her unfavorsble verdict at din-
ner, there was no doubt but that Mabel
was heartily glad to see him-—aa, indeed,
ghe would have been glad to see any one
who relieved her of the irksome weight of

pack of cards in his hand, and, as he sat
down; was shuffling them.
¢ Don’t think that I mean to ask you

expression on Mabel’s face, for it is--nob

proeno.

often that gay seventeen has any liking for

Mr, Harding's attentions, Ainslio hed a.

| ginning quite often, Mr. Harding wearied

to play any thing,” said he, laughing at the .} -of the entertainment, and walked away.

' MR. AINSLIE'S EXPERIMEKT,

cards, “I am somcthing of a- econjurer,
however, and T mean to tell your fortune.
May 12 ¥

“Of course you may,” answered she
srailing. \
one’s forfune told? The desire of my henrt
has always been to meet a gypsy. Are you
& gy¥pey, Mr. Ainslie?”

“For the present, [ am any tliing you
choose,” said Mr, Ainslie, gallantly,

“*Doing your slave, wind showld I do bat tend
Tpon the hours and times of your desire 7*

“Don’t think, hiowever, that this is any
eommonplace or vulgar mode of telling for-
tunes,” he went on, “It iy something quite
unique, one of the most peculiar things I

-ever knew, and ” (cutting and shuffling dili-
ggnﬂy) “ tho aceuracy of the result always
surprises me as much as it sarprises or
could surprise any one else. It was taught
me by an old Arab with whom I was on
Perms of great intimacy in Algiers.——Hard-
ing, my good fellow, will you give me
that stand at your elbow? Thanks——much
obliged.—Now, Miss Lee, put your hand on
these cards. Something of personal mag-
netism is essentisl to the suocess of the e;-
periment,” . -
' “X really thought,” said Mr. Harding,
with a grim sneer, “that only eharlatan;
{alked nonsense of that kind,” )
“Far be it from me to hint that you are
mistaken,” replied Mr. Ainslie. ¢ We all
have an element of charlatanry, more or
less—haven’t we? My element is upper-
most Just now-—that is all.—Miss Lee, your
whole hand, if youn pleass. ' Yes—that isit.”
Misg Lee obediently placed her hand on
some cards which he laid before her, Tell-
ing the fortune, however, proved quite aﬁ
long and rather a somplicated undertaking,
An abstruse calculation of some sort was
necessary, in whicl Mr. Ainslie made vari-
ous mistekes, as amateur conjurérs usually
do, and was various times compelled to ro-
trace his steps, and “go back to the begin-

ning.” After he had gone back to the be-

Oonway, who had been watehing his oppor- |-

“Isn't one always glad to have

ar

“Is Ralph showing you his Arabian
fnode of telling fortunes?” asked he. “It
1slsurp1'ising how often he hits the truth,—
Amsli.e, do you remember how incredulons
Cunningham was when you told him he
would be married within - three months?
Yet that fast Miss What-was-her-name had
him in her toils before that time, When
remninded him of the cards, he only smiled a
very ghastly smile, - Poor fellow! e was
?.mel'aneholy example of what comes of

only spooning ’ with a clever woman |

“That affair of Rosset was still more w
surprising,” said Ainslie, betwoon the inter- °
vals of counting his cards. ‘
“Yes, that was astopishing,” said Oon-
way.—“He was a young fellow in Paria
Miss Loe—as well and strong as I am n_ow’
when Ralph told his fortune for Lim, Thc;
cards announced his death within twénty—
four hours. As you may imagine, he
laughed at it, and did not let the digmal
prophiecy prevent his starting to Bordesux
the next morning. The first news we heard
was, that thers had been & railroad aceident
and Rosset was one of the killed.”

" “But you don't mesn that you think it
was any thing more than e coincidence!”
ctied Mabel, somewliat aghast. “1 am in-
clined to be eredulous of marvels, Mr, Con-
way, but really this is beyond even my
powers of belief."”

“I merely state the facts,” answered
Conway. “Interpret them in any manner
you please-—Ralph, I am sure, will allow
you every lafitude. You don't intend to
.believe what ‘he tells you about yourself
theng” !
| “That depends upon whether or not it
is pleasant, Whaet is it, Mr, Ainslie? Sure-
Iy yon have arrived at some deeision by this
time! ,

““What is it, Ralph?" asked Conway,
noticing that his friend had the cardsspreaci
out before him, and was intently regardin,
their combinations, . '
Thus addressed, Mr, Ainslie started, and
somewhat hastily, shufled: the cards to:
gether again, Then ho looked up with s
stoile, o '

“I can make nothing of it,” he sald.

tunity, then came forward,
ALY

“Tt f« all ntter nonsense—such complete
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riohsense that I decline to risk my conjuring
téputatmn upon it ‘Migs Lee; I will show
' yau ‘gonte: genume juggler’s tricks now.”
. ‘They were very wonderful tricks, in-
deed and, before long, the juggler had at-
tracted rounrl him the major part of Mr.
Beyton's guests. Even the whist-players
forsook their table to see the ace of hearts
yonish up Mr. Ainelie’s sleove, and reappear
wider & vase at the farther side of the room.
The ‘whole company were so tharmed that
whern he came to the end of his répertoire
they gave him a unspimous and enthusms-
tio encore.

“Qr, if you don't want to repeat those
things;” cried Miss' Eston, “show us some-
thing :moré remarkable. I know you can if
yuu 'will, He told me at dinner. he could
meimerize: people,” she added, terning to
the .expectant company. “Itell you what
his ghall do—he shall mesmerize me.”

“"There wis a general laugh ab this.

“Tf ho suoceeds, hé will be a wonderful |

person, Nina,” said Mr. Seyton. “] can’t

fancy you a subject for magnetism—ocan you,

Mr. Amshe?”

‘Y gm only an amateur dsbbler m the
science,” gald Mr. Ainslie, with becoming
modesty. I doubt if I can succeed inmag-
~ retizing anybody, but it will give me pleas-

ure to try an oxperiment with Miss Eston.”

The experiment was tried accordingly,
and, .as & ‘matter of course, failed. The
#ould-be subject laughed ol the time, and,

sfter many- passes; ond much intent gazing,

_ Mr, Ainslie was compelled to declare that it

 was’ ﬁpossihle to produce -any effect upon
her.

"% Suppose you try Mobel?? said Miss
Eston, © *Someliow, I have an idea that you
woiuld succeed with her.”

41 doubt extremely if I would snceeed
with -anybody,” eaid Ainslie, shrugging his
shoulders. +8till, if Miss Tee does not ob-
Ject—"!

. Bat, as it chanced, Miss Leo did ob,]eet.
To: everybo&y s surprise, she shrank from
the proposal . w1th somethmg almost like
alaim. \

“I cannot thmk of auch & thmg, Mr.
Ainslie,” sho said, “Indeed, I cannot.”

| M. ‘Ainglie, with a laugh.

'LEE.

“I can meke

the passes—I learned that muech from Graf-

ner, you know, Conway—but I assure you I

have no idea that T will be able to. aﬁ‘ect
you kL

4 8till T am so fanciful. that I shrmk ﬁom
the idea, and I really cannot’ congent to—fto
try it

#Your temperament ‘and orgamzatlon
give some hope of suceess,” said Mr. Ainglie,
meditatively. * You would not shrink from
the influence if it were poWerless to affect
you. I should like to try the experiment,

but, of course, if you obJect I cannot press
‘the point.”

4 Thank you,” said Mabel looking re-
Heved. “I am sorry te seem ungraciouns
and tinwillieg to contribute my share to the
public amusement,” she added, after a mo-

nervous shrmkmg——almost g nervous terror

| —the mere iden fills me—"

“Laugh at it,” said Philip Conway, *and
then there will he no fear of his suceeed-
ng.”
# That is what she cmmot do,” said the
other, in & tone of perceptible triumph.
And indeed she could not. The myste-
rious power already seemed fo have influ-
enced the highly-strung nervous tempera-
ment on whose exquisite sensitiveness. the
amateur mesmerist reokoned not without
veason. Seeing how pale she became, Ains-
 lie ceased fo urge the experiment upon her;
‘put others crowded arcund by this time,
and beset her resolution with numberless
entreaties,

i Mabel, do! .

“ Mabal, pray do!” .

to disappoint us so."”

“TDear me, Mabel, how et you bn sach
a2 coward "

% O Mabel, try to obllge s,

Last came Mr Seyton, saying:

i My pét, you can gra.tlfy these foolish
people.”

And then, Constance:

«Darling, will you iry to do it, or shall
I send them ail away?™

- Ta this strait, Mabel looked up at- Phllip

t_.%There is really nothing to fear,” snid

anway If ho had eeid, “Don’,” she

ment, “but if you only knew with what a .

«Mabel, you surely have not the heart

"define--despened and deepened upon.lier
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might have withstood them all, But he,
too, was curious to try the experiment ; he,
too, pnly thonght her terror the fanciful
child of ignorance; so he only asked:

“Do you think your courage is equal
to the venture now ¢ "

And, with 2 sigh, she answered ‘yes.”

The eager group drew near, forming a
hollow " square about them, while Ainslie
fixed his eyes upon her with a concentrated
expression, and, slowly and at intervals,
made the passes, From the very first it
was evident how rightly he had judged that
she was entirely susceptible to the influ-
ence; for, although there was a good desl
of laughter and whispered comment going
on, her attention never once wandered from
his face; her gaze never once wavered from
the deep, brilliant eyes that regarded her 50
steadfastly. After a while the pupils of her
own eyes began to dilate perceptibly, and
then o subtile difference of expression grad-
nelly came over the face—a difference that
it was impossible for any one present
to analyze—but that every one perceived.
A sudden aocession of interest came over
them all, and then—

“Mabel,” cried an sudacious voicein the
rear, “how do you feel now?” '

Mr. Ainslie lifted his hand in quick re-
monstrance, but it was too late. Without
-removing her eyes, Mabel answered, drop-
ping her syllables slowly one by one, ag if
already she had spoken nnder the influence
of another power than that of mere personal
volition :

“I feel strangely happy—strangely at
rest. But I also feel powerless—hound fast
~under g spell, a8 it were. A cold, waver-
ing flame seems erceping over me, I foel
it tingling like the charge of an electric Lat-
fery. But it does not shoek, it does not
burn, it only seems to pervade me with—"

At that moment the brilliant, steady eyes
seemed to fix themselves tpon her with
fresh power, and the words were hushed on
her lip, $till looking at Lim, she suddenly
relapsed into silence, and the strangs, subtile
oxpression—the change which no.ons could

face, until it seemed to pervade snd take.

‘gently, and breathed slightly on her fore-
head, remaining in the attitade for ¢ second,
perhaps. The least interested among'-t}ie
lookers on had not time to grow jmpatient,
howaerver, before he stepped away, for all to
see the result. She was leaning against
the back of her chair, with the careless, un-
conscious grace of profound slumber, while
its deep orimson velvet throw info relief her
tinted face, her golden curls, and airy mus-
lin dress. Yet not the. most ignorant per--
son present could have supposed for a mo-
ment that what they saw was slumber; for
the eyes were open, though vacant, as if _
sleep-walking ; the brow slightly contracted,
but evidently not by pain, for the lips were
faintly smiling, and the hands fell loosely,
and relaxed on either side.

There was g moment's profound hush—
2 moment in which awe rushed,suddenly
over every hearf that had been langhing and
mocking five seconds before—and then Mr,
Ainslie’s voice broke on the stillness:

There, my friends, is pn answer for al}
who doubt the truth or power of mesmer-
iﬁm.”
Then broke forth a many-voiced ques-
tion ;
= *Ts'ghe mesmerized?”

The answer was deep and almost sol-
emn :
“Bho is mesmerized.”
They gathered around olose, and yeb
closer, tonching her, speaking to her, lifting
the passive hands, and proving, by every
means in their power, how doeep and perfect
was the magnetic trance. Stir and move-
mont there were none, Save for the regu-
lar breathing and the relaxation of every
musele, it might have been: death instead of
life on' which they gazed. To Mr. Ainslia
himself, Mrs. Loo was the first ome to utter
a direct inguiry bearing upon the state,
# Good heavens! how frightful it looks! »
she eried, with a shndder, “Mpr. Atnslie—
of course I don’t mean to doubt your word
-~but are you sure there is no danger in
lt? i g, ”
“ Danger, my dear madam? » gaid Alns-
lio, with & smile. “'What danger could
there be? If there. had been the least pos-

efitire possession of it. Then he bent.down

~

L]

.eibility of it, do you ‘think I woild have
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asked Miss Lee to submit to the experi-
ment §

' But she looks so dreadfully, Make her
do something, say something, to.show that
she is alive,”

“T am not at all sure that I can,” said
Ainglie; looking at Conway, who was lean-
ing over the back of the chair, close to the
place where Mabel’s liead rested.
cntirely an amateur ; and this resulf is al-
most a8 unexpested bo mo as to any one else.
However, I will try. What shall I ask
her?™.

Oonway, at whom he waa lookmg, an-
swored before Mrs, Lee could speak.

«Ask her, my dear fellow, what was
the fortune prophesied by the cards a little
while ago.” :

Aimslie changed cclor—all the ecurious
" Jookers-on noticed that—and hesitated for a
moment,

- #Yon would only have my word for the
securnoy of her reply,” he said at last. *I
—you better ask something which would be
a more satisfactory proof, Phil?

«T will take your word concerning the
accuracy,” said Conwsay in his easy way,

_which eould yet be o very cbstinate way,
“gnd this proof will be quite satisfactory
snough. Ask her, Ralph 1 insist upon

t "

t Byt it is nonsense,” persisted Ainslie.
 The fortune was no fortune a6 all. I made
 mistake in  the caleulation, and it eame to
nothing ; I told you that!™

4 Yes, you told me that,” said the other,
dryly. ' “I am not & member of the honor-

able corps of marines, however, and I knew

better! - Come, make haste—Miss Lee will
. weke up if you wait much longer.”

# Agk her, Mr. Ainslie!” cried the vex
populi. *You must ask her ™

‘Mr. Ainslie shrugged his shoulders as he
had shrugged them several times before,
gave Conway s glance which did nof savor

overmuch of gratitade, and then turned to’

Mabel. When ho sasked the question, she
answered b once, but in a dreamy voice,
as of one who rephed from some far-off

region. !
* The combmu’mons were peculiar,” she

4T gm |
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tained. Tho prophecy was of impending
trouble, and an early, tragical death.”

“Tg that truef” said Conway, in a low
tone to Ainslie. ‘ .
“Tt is quite true,” answered the other.
«T did not Tike to tell her the result after
those stories you had been relating—but,
queerly enough, ghe has hit npon it

“Was she right? Is it truc?” asked
those around, cagerly, When they heard
that it was true, something like an awe set-
tled upon them, The superstition latent in
human nature asserted itself immediately.
The tone of the unconscious girl had been
more even than her words. Jesting gave
way to gravity, and the least impressionable

reading her own doom in that strange, un-
impassioned voice. Folly? Yes, folly, of
courae, and very dangerous folly, but yet
folly to which wo are all excoedingly proue.
Then they had been wrowght up by such
gradual degrees that they were really not
very much to blame. Some ladies grew
pale, others shuddered, and the general im-
-pression seemed to be that Mabel had bet-
ter be roused.  Mr, Seyton, however, inter-
posed.

“ Ope moment,” said he. *You .are
sure there is no suffering in the state?"”

« Perfectly sure, but, if you desire it, I
ean agk herseif.” ’

He turned back again, and put the ques-
tion. It was answered at once in the nega-
tive.

“J feel strangely happy; strangely at
rest,” Mabel reiterated. *There seems to
be a sea of Hght and sweet odor around me.
It is only when you lay your hands on me,.
ag you are doing now, that I feel the eold,
wavering flame flickering up snd"down,”

«Rut the fizme is not painful?”

“No; only strange.”

Do you object to remaining in the state
a little longer? »

“t No; not in the least.”

Mr. Amsha looked round at his host.

“ Are you sptisfied, sir?™ he inguired.

« Sufficiently satisfied to ask you to give
14 one more proof of magnetm influence, be-
fore you rouse her,” Mr. Séyton answered.

said, *Three times the same result was ob-

B%. Show us that, and wo will er dit your phe-

could not resist a feeling that she’had been

- suite of the drawing-room. Several apari-
. ments intervened, however, so that the test,

- burned on one of the tables, diffusing a sort

-drogsing the company in general. And then
he raised his hand in the attitude of his first | .

«T have henrd, or read, that a mesmeristy
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Dby the merd exercise of his will, can sum-
- mon his subject to him from any distance,

nomenon.”

“ T will do it,” said Ainslie.

This time. he did not qualify his words
by adding, I will try; " for it was evident
that the. realization of his own power was
coming to him by degress, and that he now
felt little or nothing of the doubt and un-
certainty he had experienced at first.

“I will do it,” he said; and his eyes
brightened, and a flush rose over his face at
the proposal.

““ Come, then,” said Mr. Seyton “ some
everybody—we will go to the llbrary and
see if ho can summon her.”

Nobodpr spoké a dissenting word, for ex-
citement and interest were now at their
height, Only Constance declared her in-
tention of remaining behind with her sister,
and was acoordingly left.

Tho rest proceeded to the library, which
was on the same floor, and made one of the

if it succeeded at all, would be very com-
plete. There was some confusion when
they entered, for only a single shaded lamp

of meliow moonlight which made the tran-
gition from the brilliantly-lighted rooms:
through which they had passed, almost that
of darkness: but, after a while, their eyes
grew acoustomed to the demi-abseure, and
they found that they could see cach other
with perfect distinetness, They all grouped
themselves about the room in various pesi-
tiona; but, immediately boside the table,
Ainslie took his stand,

¢ Bo. perfoctly. qniet now,” he said, ad-

pass, snd fized his eyes intently on. the
olosed door—fixed them g0 - intently, so
steadily, with auch burning power, that
Miss Nina Eston told Mr, Harding in a whis-
per that she was sure he saw throngh it.
Béveral minutes of profound silence fol-
lowed, during which the mesmerist did not
move even as mugch as a muscls, and every
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turned toward the door, Would it prove a
failure at last? Would she remain uninflu-
enced? No, Hark! wasitnot a light step,
& feint ‘rustle, an advancing movement?
Almost 28 they asked themselves the ques-
tion, and doubted in their own minds
whether their nerves were not sufficiently
excited for them to imagine any thing, the
door suddenly opened wide, and thers on
the threshold, with the spme strange, sleep-
waking gaze, stood Mabel Lee ! :

Everybody present looked af his or her
neighbor, and then back again to the mes-
merized girl, in speechless astonishment,
Then, befors the hush was broken by even
one word, a slender figure passed Mﬁbel,
and touched Mr. Ainslie’s arm.

“I cannot bear it! Itis too awfull”
Constance seid. * Wake her-~wake her!?”

“We will take her back to the dining- .
room first,” he answered, quietly. It will
be better to rouse her there,” -

“1 will take her back, if you ploase.”

“XNo; you must stand away, Miss Les,
-—she will follow no one but me.”

A fow minates later he was making the
revergo passes, while Governor Eston looked
on good-humoredly.

+ It is my torn next,” he said. “Iam
curious to know if you Wlﬂ geot the better
of me.  _

But ho :was destined not to be pratified
by this knowledge ; for just then Mabel
began to move in a natural manner, After -
s moment she sat upright, sud looked round
her with a wild, bewildered stare, which
lasted until her glanee fell on Ainslie, Then
she gave one shuddering cry, and sank back
fainting into Constance's arms,

1 rrrmvfu——

CHAPTER VIII.
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Maxx days elapsed afier this before any
one saw Mabel’s face beyond her chamber-
door. She was borne out of the room inan
insensible condition that night, and, o week
later, her mother and sister were still de-
tained with her at Seyton House. For, in

eyé in the room was eagerly and anxionsly

truth, she was ill; as people of exquisite ors
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ganizations alone oan be—prostrated in
mind -and. body, thoroughly unstrung and
glmost. childish in thenervous terrors that
béseb her—terrors so fanciful and so con-
tinual, that only the utmost care was able
to prevent their assummg the form of de-
lirium, /.,

© @74 is nothing bub that miserable foolery
which is the matter,” said the doctor, too
angry to be very ‘caveful in the selection of
ferms. “I am not surprised ab your moth-
¢r, Migs Constsnce, but 1 am snrprised at
yor. You ought to have known your gig-
ter’s teraperament better than to have al-
lowed such a thing. You certainly ought
tp be aware that you can’t tamper with her
as you can with other pepple. Or if you
do, by George, madam, you'll sxmply end by
putting her in a lunatic asylom!

“But doctor, how ocould I think—"
Constance began, only the doctor was al-
ready gone, fretting and foming as he went.
* Yike ail the rest of the Ayre people, he
lovod Mabel as his own child; and it envaged
him to see how little her nearest friends vn-
deratood the care with which she should be
treated.

“ They seem to forget all about her fa-
ther,” he said to his wife, when he was de-
goribing her illness and its cange — © they
geem to forget all about her father; and
they seem to know nothing whatever about
herself, or her peculinr organizstion, Her
gilly mother might be excused; but Miss

" Constance "—and - that wes the point to
whith he always came back. Poor Oon-
gtanes had & good deal to bear during those
days of Mahel's continued illness - the

..doctor's censure, her mother's reproaches,
Mr.-Seyton's nervous anxlety, Mr. Ainslie’s
gelf-blame, and, above all, her own doubts
and fears, Baot then she was formed to

bear 21l sorts of things, and it is to be heped

it 8id not go very hard with her, there-

~ fore.
At 1ast, however, Mabel came forth to

the outer world ‘herself once more, although | ®

it was & very pale and drooping self, with a
‘strangely nervous manner, end a shade of
terror. in het eyes, the first time she was
forcod to. moet Mr. Ainslie, and hear his

Tt was reslly nothing—only I was so
very foolish,” she said; and then she es-
caped from him, as soon as she possibly
could, being glad of sn interruption even
from Mr. Harding.
My, Ainglie watched her as she moved
away, with an expression of great chagrin
on his face; and then he turned to Con-
gtance. Thoy were all together, on the ter-
race, snd he had nothing to do but move
toward the balustrads where she was lean-
ing. ‘ :
“T am afraid your sister will never for-
give mo for that wnhappy blander of mine,”
he said, ina tone of deep self-vexation, *“I
wish—I wish I could do something to con-
vinoe her how deeply I regret it.”
“Indeed you are mistaken,” Constance
said, earnestly. . “Forgive you! she does
not attach the least blame to you. How
could she? 8he only blames herself; and
if she rather avoids yon—

# She does, undoubtedly n
. “It is only because you are assoemted
with the recollection of her suﬂ‘enngs—not
because there is any question of her forgiving
you.”
#T shall never forgive myself," he said,
with evident sincerity—and then he added
rothing more; but stood looking down into
the clear water far below, and scarcely
heeding, as it seemed, the light ripple of -

sppearance had made a great change in the
atmosphere at Seyton House, and the spirits
of its inmates. Mrs. Lee relapsed from a
state of actively injured. feeling, into one
that was merdly passive, Mr. Seyton was
fairly radiant with pleasure, and the trio'of

—each in his own way. Mr, Harding
showed his in solemn and verboss con-
gratulations; Mr, Ainslie in freely-ex-
pressed relief and self-reproach, and Mr.
Conway in an intangible change of manner
‘and appearance, which was-easily to be ob-
gerved, but hardly to be desoxibed. Nobody
had tsken much notice of him or his state
of feeling, while Mabel was sick; but, if

that his concern was much more sipcere

earnest apologies and self-roproaches.

" less cigars, up end down the garden-paths

talk and langhter around him. Mabel's re- .

gantlemen guests all betokened satisfaction-

they had done so, they would have found

snd unaffected than could have been' ex- -
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_pected, from a man of his stamp, for a girl,
however pretty, whom he had nown only
for the space of one evening., Whatever
wate the reasons—end Philip Donway was
not s man much given to self-analysis—at any
rate he had been, to say the least of it, very
uncomfortable; He had smoked number-

where he had first spoken to her, and
whence he commanded a view of her win-
dow, with Constance’s slender figure and
graceful profile passing snd repassing be-
fore it; and he cut Ainslie very short, in-
deed, when the latter sugzested that the
mesmerism experiment was perhaps most of
oll his (Conway’s) fault, since Mabel had
left the final decision to him.

- “Hoy could I tell that you were going
to treat her in that way?" he demanded,
sharply. “I was a fool to trust you, per-
hapss but you oertainly assured me that
the confounded thing could do no harm.”

“Harm! " spid Ainslie, who was astride
of his hobby imimediately. Harm, my
dear fellow? It would be the greatest
benefaction of the age. It will supersede
the old system of philosophy and science,
by a newer, broader, grander—"

“Humbug ! * voneluded the other, turn-
ing on his heel. “If you want to hear my
opinion, it.is simply this: d=n it}

At the present time, Mr. Conway did
not form one of the terrace group—having
gone down to Ayre on some business or
some pleasure of his own, which he did not
trouble himself to explain—but it chanced
that jnst as Mabel was moving away from
Mr, Ainglie, with the saturnine Harding, a
light boat shot into sight, and paused just
Dbelow them, at the foot of the bluf,

#I cannot conceive that the sunset ef-
fects of Italy are more beautiful than those
which adorn cur horizens,” Mr, Harding
wag saying, in his pompous style. “The
masses-of crimson clouds yonder are ag ad-
mirably relieved by—'* - .

“Thera iz Mr. Conway," . smd Mabel,
bresking in quite abruptly. “Surely he
will not think of-coming up the face of the
bluff. Bt is ssid to be quite dangerous, and
—gh! butheis!™ .
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of the sweet face lesning. aver the halas
trade sbove him, and instead of skirting
round to the regular landing-place, he
gprang ashore just of the foot of the bluft,
and commenoced the agcent, with the guick,
agile ease of a trained climber,

“0Oh, tiow rash, how foolish!” cried
Mabel, breathlessly, *Speak-to him, Mr,
Harding, please. Tell him to go back! If
ke makes only one. false step-—"

“He is hardly likely to do that,” smd
Mr, Harding, who felt in truth profoundly
indifferent as to whether he did or not.:

“As I was about to remark, the deep
blue of the sky relieves so admirably those
gorgeons—"

~ #Ah|"eried Mabel, with a little seream,
as & large atone fell with s loud splash into
fhe water below,

¥ My dear, how you-jar one’s nerves l »
said her mother, petulantly,

“What is the matter, petiteF” asked
Mr. Seyton, quickly.

Petite was spared reply, for at the mo-
ment Philip Conway gained the top of the
torrace, lightly vaulted over the halustrade,

and stood flughed, smiling, and handsome,

by her side,

“How could you do it7" she cried, Jg-

noring all other greetmgs, though she had
not seen him before since the evening.of the
unfortunate expenment #You might have
broken your neck—and sll for nothmg!

How could you do it?”

“How could I help doing it mther—-

when I caught a glimpse of your face? ™ he

snswered, lightly,
my neck—I have climbed oo often for. that
—but, if there had been, I think I should

‘have done the samé, to tell you five minutes

sooner how glad I am to see yon again.” .
“I am glad to be seen once mere,” Ma:
hel replied ; and the warm blood which was
dying her checks made her look so much,
like her wsmal self, that Mr, Conway began
to consider that the most of his diseomfort
on her aceount had heen suffered withont
cause, _ L
‘““Are you?" he said. *Then I wonder
you kept yourself hidden so long, ‘It would

He was indeed ; for he had caught sight

dured in the way of sclf-reproach; and, for

# There wasno fear-of

bo impossible to tell what we have all ens
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my part, I shall never know & quiet con-
geience agnin until you assure me of your
forgiveness for ‘my share in that wretched
buginess.”

“T have nothing to forgwe,” Mabel
angwered, very much as she answered Mr.
Alnglie; /but ah! in such a different tone.
“T was foolish, that was all. It is T who
ought to beg everybody’s pardon, for the
trouble and commotion I cauged.”

“ Eyerybody’s pardon is freely granted,
with everybody’s heart,” he said, gayly.
“But ought yon to be out here without any
wrapping ¢

“@h, I think so,
tiful.”

“Jg it not? As I came down the river
I thought I had never seen any thing more
perfect than the whole effect of time and
deens. Will you let me row you o little
way? I am sure you would enjoy it.”

“} pm sure. of it, too. DBut mamma
would never consent.”

“Why not? There’s nothing the matter
‘with the evening, I'm sure. Itis as charm-
ing-a8 the first of June ought to be; and—I
am determined you shall go.—Harding, my
dear fellow, if yon will bring Mies Lee a
searf from the house, wo may allow you to
gecompany us”

Mr. Harding was g0 entirely taken Dy
gurpiise, that for the moment he had no
excuse resdy, so he walked away, in gearch
of the desired scarf, while Mabel looked re-
proachfully ab her companion,

“You have given Mr, Harding that
troublefor nothing,” she said. * They wiil
ngver let me go.”

“Indeed T am notsure of that,” an-
swered he.
power of persuaswn on Mrs, Lee.,”

8Tt is searcely worth while; fm Con-
stonce wilt make her say no.”

“Perhaps it iz to Miss Lee, then, to
whom I ghould appeal?”

Mabel shook her head with 2 laugh

%That would be quite useless. Con-
stance is not to be moved-even by your

persuasions.”
“If you say that T ghall certamly try

The evening isso bean-

it“

“T am just going to try my

LEE,

“ Are you in earnest?”

“Yes, for I am sure you will fail.”

“That savors of a challenge,” he said.
And he forthwith ook himself over to Con-
stence. e returned shortly, however, look-
ing decidedly crestfallen.

“ Miss Lee is adamant,” he caid, “Iam
gorry, for we would enjoy it very mueh;
and there is really not the least danger of
your taking cold. However, let us go and
look st the Brazilian plant. There is no.
doubt of your being allowed to do tha.t I
suppose?

“ No," replied Mabel, with a little langh;
and they strolled away in the direction of
the gardens.

They had scarcely dxsappeared when Mr,
Harding returned, aden with a large shawl
which he had taken, in despair, from cne
of the hall-tables; and which would guite
have sufficed to smother Mabel,

“What! have they gone?” he cried,
looking round him a3 he came out, and
missed two faces from the circle. ]
“Conway and Miss' Lee have gone, if
that is what you mean,” sald Mr. Ainslie,
carelessly, “What are you going to do
with that shawl?” ‘

“They sent for it—Miss Lee sent for if,
that is. Where isshe? In the boatt”

“In the boat! No, of course not. She
has gone fo the garden.”

“To the garden! But she said sho was
going on the river.”

Mr. Ainglie langhed.  They were a little
apart from the ofhers, so he could say pretiy
much what he plensed without fear of being
overheard.

“My dear fellow,” he sald, ¥ a man of
your age is not surely just beginning toJearn
that to say one thing and mean ancther, i3
quite second mature with women, If Miss
Leo said that she was going on the’ mrer,
no doubt she meant that she was going in
the garden.”

“ Humphl
growl), “I suppose Conway persuaded her.”

#No doubt Conway did.”

« (onfound him!” seid Mr. Hmdmg, in
a,very far from evangelical tone; land‘then
he walked away.

L ]

1] Do.”

Now, before proceeding further, it may

I3

( with something of a
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be as well to state that Mr, Harding had
heard from his Phifer and Crene friends
thé rumor which gave Mr. Seyton credit

" for intending to find an heir for his estate

and a husband for his goddaughter at the
same time and in the same person, and that
he believed it. Indeed, to him, as to the
Ayre world, nothing seemed more likely.

- Everybody knew how richly the master of

Seyton House would endow Mazbel Lee, if
family honor did not-stand in the way.
And what, therefore, could be more prob-
able than that he desired to give her the
heritage in the only practicable mauner, by
making her the wife of one of his nephows ¢
In reality, such an ides had never once en-
tered Mr. Seyton’s head. But the world in
which he lived gave him credit for it, and,
what was more to the purpose, Cyril Hard-
ing did so likewise, Having once mgde up
his mind that this was his uncle’s intention,
he was not long in also making up his mind
to strain, every nerve to win Mabel's favor;
since Mabel’s favor was an essential condi-
tion of heirghip, Of course it is unneeessary
to say that all of Mr. Harding’s grandilo-
guent professions of desiring his cousin’s
suocess, iad been but lip-deep ; and that in

reality he would scarcely have hesitated at

any means short of actual dishonesty, to ob-
tain the rich heritago which he had so long
been tanght to expect. From his earliest
infancy, two things had been sedulously in-
stilled into his mind: one was dislike and

« distrust of his cousin, Philip Conway ; the

other, a longing to be master of Seyton
House, “My brother is o véry eccentric
man in some respects,” his mother would
loftily spy, “but he is not lacking either in
sense or principle, and he will never hesitate
between a high-minded Christian gentleman,
and a card-playing adventurer, like my
sister Adela’s unfortunste son.” in this
view of the case, the high-minded Christian
gentleman entirely coincided ; and althongh
he was'a good enough sort of man in his
way, and after the fashion of his marrow-

.minded class, yet the desire for this inherit-

ance had so taken possession of him, that
Philip (}ouway, adventurer thongh he was,
might, in comparison, have been ¢steemod

almost disinterested. No doubt the latter
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was suficiently & man of the world, and had
suffered keenly enough the most real forms
of pecuniary diffioulty and destitution, to
appreciate fully all the advantagey that
would result from the possession of what
-seemed his mnatural heritoge, but his was
not & mércenary nature, and mercenary cal-
culations were simply impossible to him.
Money was an excellent thing in his opin-
ion, end well worth having, for all the
pleasuro and freedom it would bring; but
money, for mere money's seke—the gay,
reckloss philosophy of the man knew liter-
ally nothing of such a thing, “My poor
boy,” his mother would sometlmes say,
when ereditors were particularly unplessant,
or something else had gone wrong, per-
haps some day all this will end—perhaps
somo day you will be master of Seyton
House.”

“1 would not advise you to connt on it,
madre mie,” the young soldier of fortune
would roply. My uncle will hardly ever
trast his rich peres to my hands. And in-
deed I do not think I should know myself -
if I were metamorphosed into any thing half
so staid and respectgble as the moster of
Seyton Honge.” )

He began to think, however, that ho
might know himself, and feel his ciroum-
stances to be very pleasant, as he walked by
Mabel Lee’s side, down the broad garden-al«
leys, with luxuriant shrubs, and trim-clipped
hedges on either side, with the bright
June sunshine slanting over the flower-beds,
and making the Tiver a siream of molten
gold, with the stately old house behind him,
and the brosd fields of the Seyton heritage
stretching away far as the eye could reach,
Yes, it was a happy, peaceful spot of earth,
and for ones the oharm of pastoral beauty
and eontent entered even into his restless,
wayward hearf,- For s while he forgot the
reckless adventure, the hard play and fast
habite that had made his life, and thought
to himself that the man whom Mabel Lee
should love, and whom Mr. Seyton should
make his heir, need ask no better fate, '
Oyril Harding wos thinking the same thing,
about the same time'; but it was in a differ-
ent way, snd with the two conditions ve-

versed.
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. .Moanwhile, Mr. Ainslie was devoling
himself . to the arausement of Mr, Seyion
and his two lady guests, and bringing those
fascigating qualities, for which everybody
gave him credit, into such conspicnous re-
lief, that .even Constance was thoroughly

charmed: Perhaps he knew this a& well as
she did, for when the two elders began to

. MABEL LEE,.

which this would necessitate,  ¥et I am
very anxions to gratify Mr. Seyton, and {o
return in some sort his kindness. Soitis
simply come to this: I eannot decide myself,
and I am constrained to ask you to do so.
‘You know your sister, and you know
whether her prejudice is invineible, so you

can best say whether or not I shall resign

complain of the river-mist;, and adjourned | the attempt, or persevere.” .

into the drawing-room, where Mr. Harding
was already sulking by himself, he asked
har to remain on the terrace awhile.

= o T will not detain you long,” he said, as
she assented, *though I really think they
are mistoken about the mist. Perhaps you
may find it chilly, though. Shall I get you
o ghawl?? - :

. &Thank you, no. I do mot think it at
all chilly, but very delightful.”

“Yeg, very delightful,” he said, a little
absently, Then, after a moment;he went on
quitie abruptly : “Miss Lee, I am about to
azk-and be guided by your advice, in a diffi-
oulty which is troubling me; and, lest you
ghould think that sueh a declaration sounds
‘rather presumptnous, I shall begin by say-
ing that it .concerns your sister—partly, ab
least.” o .

“I am sll - attention,” Constance an-
swered, smiling slightly, for she could not
imagine-what this opening prefaced. “Any
thing that concerns my sisber interests me,

. of course. And even if not—well, I hardly
think T should consider you presumptuous.”

%] gm afraid you will consider me fool-
ish, then,” he said, “for in truth my diffi-
onliy 3¢’ of my own meking—and by o
mosns great. Briefly; then, you may have
heard that Mr, Seyton is senxious for me to
paint & likeness of his' goddaughter, and

that I'consented, or rather proposed to do |-

g . ) .
Yes, Constance said; she had heard it.
.« Well,” Mn, Ainslie went on, “the diffi-.
culty is simply this: will not the fulfilment
of thet promise gost your gister & great desl
of sunoyance? I om- afraid she cannot
cease to oonnect me with that unfortonate
experiment, and the suffering it caused, so I
goarcely feel as if I should be noting well—
8- if, .indeed, I should have any right—to

Ho paused, evidently waiting for her to
speak; but Constance scarcely knew how

to do so. She appreciated his difficulty, and

felt gorry for him; but she could not say
that she thonght Mabel’s prejudice Hkely to
be overcome, or that the portrait-painting
would not be a great trial toher. But there
was Mr. Seyton to be considered, as well as
My, Ainslie himself; in ghort, she felt what
she had often {elt before in more important
matters, that the web of life has 2 great
many threads, and that some of them are
exceedingly difficult to mansage.

“Indeed, T am doubtful what I ought to
say,” she answered at length. I might as
well be frank with you, sand acknowledge
that yol are not mistaken in thinking that

‘Mabel etill associates you with the experi-

ment which-had such an unfortunate effect
on her. But, further than thai, I do not
know. Whether or not this association wiil
continue, T cannot say. Buf I am almost
gure it will yield in time, and—and—"

#You would counsel me to try?”

Yes; Iwould counsel you to try. She
i$ so gentle that she.does not know what
resentment is; and the vague terror which
is connected with you now cannot surely
lagt, At Jeast this is my opinion, and it
would be s great pity to disappoint Mr.
Seyton.” ‘

“ Yes, it would be a great pity,” he said,
nusingly. And then he was quite silent,
and stood looking across the. river toward
the distant blue hills, the ontlines of which
melted' into the soft summer gloaming,
Constance watched him, scarcely under<
standing the half-wistful expression of his
face ; but thoroughly vexed with Mabel for
the unreszsonable prejudice and. caprice
which had placed him jn such & position.

“ My, Alnslie,” she said at last, witha

force myself upon her in the connection

sudden impulss, 41 really think you mag-

" her on the subject, but I will do so, and—"

. between tﬁ:ese two. But Constanes called

dread it, or how I shrink from that man,”

- from him, . I feel toward him just as I
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pify the exfent of Mabel’s feeling—I am
almost sure of it. I have never spoken to

“No," he interrupted quickly, “pray
dor’t attempt that. I would not like for
Miss Les to put any compulsion on herself,
as far as I am ooncerned, and I believe that
is the only offect produced by remonstrance
in such a case.” .

“I have no intention of remonstrating,”

Constance answered.” I only mean to gsk

Mabel which is right, you or I IfIam
right, your difficulty is at an end, for she
will be very willing to gratify her godfather,
by sitting to you.” .

“Thope go, for Mr. Seyton’s sake,” he
said. .

And there the iatter ended—at least

Ma.:bel to account that night, and after infi-
nite difficalty extorted a promise that she
would submit to the ordeal.

“ But you heve very little ides of how I

Mabel said. “I'H do it, darling, if you say
I must; but I searcely think I can do it cor-
dially,” ’

“Then you had- better not do it at all,?
Constance answered, mora shortly than she
often spoke to Mabel. “If you behave un-
graciously about if, you will only make the
matter one of prolonged dissomfort to Me.
Ainslie; and he feels badly enough about
your dislike and avoidance now. Mabel, it
is not like you to act so unkindly sod so un-
reasonsbly.”

" “Unkindly! unrensonably!” repeated
Mavel, whe was sitting Uslf undressed on
the side of the bed, witk her bright golden
hair all about her like a clond, “I—Inever
thought that any ome could consider—in-
deed, dear, I never thought at all. I have
o dislike to Mr. Ainglie—swhen I am away

might toward any other indifferent stranger.
But when I see him, snd hear him talk, a
repugnance ¢omes over me which I eould
not control if my life depended upon it.”
* A repugnance of what sort "
“How can I tell? Ttis a'desire to rush
away from him at any cost, which makes
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simple dislike in it. The vory glance of his ’
eye seems to have an influence over me, like
—like that night. Constance—"

“Well, dear?” said Oonstance, who be-
gan to feel a little uneasy, as she saw how
the pupils of Mabel's. eyes dilated.

“He could do what he pleased with
me,” said Mabel, in a half whisper. *That
is what frightens me so. Constance, when-
ever I am in his presence, I feel it coming
over me—that awful powerlessness, which
—but I cannot talk of it. Darling, I think T
should go erazy, I really do, if I ware mnch
with him.. Don't ask me to sit to him, I
could not,”

Constance made no reply for a moment,
Bhe was leaning against the toilet-table,
looking ab her sister very gravely, and in
trath much undecided about her next words,

Francis Nowell often warned Conatance
that Mabel was too much humored in the
nervous fancies to which she was prone, and
that o sterner comrse of treatment would be
better for her heaith of mind. By, on the
other hand, the doctor’s camtion catne back
to her recollection, togother with a vague,
shadowy fear that had always lain at her
own heart—the fear of her father’s fate,
Judgment, however, inclined very much fo
Mr."Wowell’s theory, and when at last she
sPoka, it was with somewhat severo empha-
sis,

“Mabel, this is childish folly. T begin
to believe that Francis {9 right, Yo yield
to fancies of this kind, untfl you grow mor-
bid. If you once made a resolute effort to.
overcome them, you could do it.” )

_“You think I could ever learn to toler-
ate Mr. Ainglie? N

“T gm sure of it. Indeed, why not?
Ho is a frank, pleasant gentleman, who is
deeply wounded by your resentment; for,
remember, it looks like resentment, Onee
more, I must say that it is not like yon to
act so." .
“Well, then, I will try and not act so
any longer,” said Mabel, with & wigiful Light

" |'in her eyes, which her sistor renfombered

long sfterward. %Dear, you must forgive
my .fancnes. Peorhaps Francig 48 right in be-
lieving that.I might conquer them by reso-

me think that there must bo more fear than

Iution. I'will make a strong effort against
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them to-morrow, for I will tell Mr. Ainslie
that I will sit to him.”

——

CHAPTER IX.

PLAIN BPEAEING,

&Y wit certatnly tell him to-morrow,”
had been Mabel’s last words when she bade
her sister good-night; and so it was her
first waking sensation on that morrow, was

- one of the heavy weights with which we
~ aro all fumiliar when some disagrecablo duty
_is to be porformed. She opened her eyes
" with a start, as the first golden sunbeams

glanted, throngh a half-closed blind, upon
her face ; and with the start came the recol-
lagtion. of this intangible something which
wag disagrecable. The mext moment she
knew what it was; she remembered that
she. had promised to tefl Mr, Ainsie that
ghe would sit to him, and dismay followed
close uppn remembrance. “ How can Iever
do it?" she asked. herself;' and’ then ghe
~ {honght, “ at all events, [ must do it.” Yes,

-ghe must do it, There was po question of

that, but the certainty was enough to drive

sl fmther thought of, sleep from her. So

.she rose at once, and made her toilet. Then
she threw open one of the windows and

Jeaned out, drinking inthe fresh beanty of

the sparlding June morning, until a faint

erfume of. cigar-smoke, floating up from
the terrace below, proved that some other
member of the houschold had matutinal hab-
its besldes herself She leaned over alittle
farther, end ascertained that this early riser
was ne other than the pérson of whom her
thoughts were just then fall—Mr. Ainslie.

Faithful to her instinet of dislike, she drew

back.ne soon as she recognized him, DBut

then on impulse came suddenly upon her.

Why not prove her new resclution, and the

new strength of mind whick she meant to

practise, by going down to him, and getting
over with tho explanation at once? Poor
Mabel! It was quite easy to ask the ques-
tion, but very hard to answer it. She stood
with he# hends locked, pale, trembling, and

altogether such a pitiful sight that, if Oon-
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never have urged, or even permitted, a sae-
rifice at such a-cost. Thero was some pow-

| er of self-discipline in the girlish nature

however, for, after a time, she took up her
hat and resolutely tied it on, Jeft the room,
and, as if afraid her determination would
fail, ran hastily down-steirs, and out of the
house

Whatever were the sub,;ects of Mr. Ains-
lie’s morning meditations, he certainly was
a3 much astonished as a man conld possibly
be when in torning at the end of the ter-
race, where he was pacing to and fro, he
saw Mabel advancing toward him, He
stopped for a moment in sheer surprise,
then he took his cigar from his lips, lifted
his hat, and came forward.

“Y4 the morning has tempted yom out,
also, Miss Lee,” ho said. *Is it not charm-
ing? ™ '

 «Very charming,” Mabel answered ; and
the feeling of repugnance rushed over her
so strongly that she could scarcely refrain
from instsntaneons retreat. ‘‘Butb it was
not the morning that brought me out,” she
went on, quickly. ¢I—I wanted to speak
to you.”

“To me!’ he repeated, and he eonld
not help looking.a little surprised. “Iam
sure I need not say. that I am very much
honored and entu ely at your service.”

“You are very kind,” she said, snd then
she walked on, until she reached the balus-
trade. There she stopped and turned, with
‘s look of resolution on her face which
might have amused him at another time.

“ Mr, Alnslie,” she said, simply, and yet
with a great deal of dignity, “I think it is
best to be frank about almost every thing.
This is my exeuse for speaking directly to
yourself on a subject which you have never
mentioned to me. My godfather told me,
some time ago, that you had kindly offered
to paint my likeness for him, and my sister
told me last might that you hesitated to ask
my permission to fulfil this promise, for fear
of snnoying me.  Therefore I have come
this morning to say that I appreciate. your

that T om quite willihg to gratify my dear
godfather, by sitting to you."

gtanee could ouly have seen her, she would

The sweet, clear, .girlish tones spolza

. upon yow. Can you set my mind at rest,
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every word distinctly, and then paused,
mere a9 if she had said her say, and was
aver With it, than es if walting for o reply.
A reply came, however, quistly enough. '
‘ “You are right, Miss Lee; frankness is
- always best; and I appreciate your eandor
ad it. deserves. I am glad you have given
mo this reassurance, for I have hesitated
greatly sbout falfilling my promise to Mr.
Seyton. Perhaps, indeed, you mnay be sur-
prisad to hear that I hesitate yet.,”
8he glanced up.
“Yes, I am surprised to hear it. Un-

less you begin to think that you pledged |

your good-nature too far"

“So far from that,” he answered, * I
was never more anxious to fultil a promiss.
But I still think that I may be the means of
inflieting & very disagreeable snnoyance

by honestly afficming that such would not
“be the case?
He looked steadfastly at ber as he asked

the auestion, and Mabel felt herself color |.

deeply, almost painfully, under bis gaze.
She had never felt the folly and unresson-
ableness of her dislike more strongly than
at the present moment; but neither had ],
she ever felt the dislike iself more.sensibly. |
How, then, conld she sst his mind at rest,

:r s’,f least tolerate me, if you would only
ry.

“I—1 have tried,” said Mabel, and ghe
looked like & penitent child in ller digtress
and confusion. “I—indeed I would will-
ingly like you—if T conld, . But—-” '

“Well, but what? "

. %1 cannot.”
" Mr. Ainslie smiled slightly.

“You say youw have tried;” he enid;
“but I really do mot think yon have—in
the right way, that is, Now, shall I tell
_you my theory on tha subject?”.
“Ye—s,"she answored, » little heslta‘t-
ingly.

It is simply this: thet you have £330~
ciated me with that eursed—I beg your
pardon—that wretched mesmerism. Now,.
if you will only forget it—if you would only
disconnect me from it—"-

“But I eannot! ™ she repented; and he
saw her shiver from head to foot, in the
warm June sunshine,

‘ Pardon me,” he said ; “ there isno such
thing as ¢ cannot,’ and T heartily wish there
was no such word, If you would only try
—if you would only let me try~->: | '
‘He broke off abruptly and pnused & mo-
mént before he resumed :

in the way he desired?

not let the fact distress you,
of us gontrol our affections and antipathies,
you know; the world might be a much bet-
ter world lf we could Tell me this, and T
will stop worrying you.
there is any hope of my being able to over-
come your prejudice? ”

" Mabel looked at him stoadfastly,

“1 fear not,” she said, gravely,

“But why not? " persisted he; and heo
| tossed his cigar over the ba]ustrade into the
| river below, as he camo nearer to her,

*“You mmust pardon my obstinacy, but I am
not ‘acoustomed to being disliked, and the 1.
_ novelty is nok te -my taste. l
| good “sort of fellow emough; quite harm-
less, t00, and I am sure you might like,

Do you think

consideration in the matter very highly, but -
Indeed, Tama

* Miss Lee, I am sure you think me. very

Her silence and | persistent, and p’
4 ar ! perhaps I am harmi
embarmssment told Ainslie that it was im- -causo, instead of helfnng it ]1':::1 }thm
He smiled slightly—a little sadly, e
as it seemed——when he spoke sgain,
i !

I see you cannot do so. ‘Well, pray do your lireness: and yet you are truthful

We can none | enough to tell me that this compliance is

one more proposal to make. You were
kind enough to offer me permission to paint

painful to yon. Now, if the matter only
concerned myself, I should bs a brute.to ao-
cept your saerifice of inclination but, as it
concerns your godfather, and my word to
him is pledged, T am’ constrained to com-
romise as best I can, = T will, ‘therefora,
ttake you at your word so far, I will nsk
you to give n week’s courge of sittings, and
see if the ordeal proves ns terrihle ﬁsyon
fanoy it would be., At the end of that time
you can decide whethor or not they shall be
continued. Dokes this suit you § ¥

# Yes,” she answered, ashamed and pro-
‘voked. that she could not spesk more can-
didly, and yet wholly unable to do so. *Yes,
it will sit very well, and—Mr: Amshe-—- ‘
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% Well¢" hessid, smiling asshe stopped,
" and seemed struggling with herself for a
minnte. e was sn artist by nature, and
he was sure he had mever seen any thing
" more lovely than she looked at that mo-
ment—her lids downcast, her lips quiver-:
ing, and the delicate eolor of her cheeks
flushing more deeply every instant. “ IfI
could only paint her sol” he’ thought to
himself, and, as he thought it, she looked
up at him with her frank, swoet eyes.
~ «I only want lo. say that I am very
grateful for your kindness snd courtesy;”
-ghe murmured, hastily. “I know how dif-
ferently some people would act, and—and I}
am deeply obliged to you. It makes me
very much ashamed of myself at my want
of reason; but I will try to struggle against
the prejudice, the folly of which I see so
clearly. If Ido not finally suceeed in lik-
ing you, it certainly will not be your Tault,
nor, I hope, mine either.” :

A sudden impulse, more of self-reproach
than of gny thing else, made her hold out
her hand as she conciuded, and he bent
down and touched his lips fo it. Fortu-
nately, ho did not see the gumick ghudder
that ran over her frame, or the look on her
face as he did so, as he said, earncstly: -

 Not mine, at least.”

" At breakfast every one was.rather si-
lent, for it was a settled thing that the Lees
were to return home that morning, end Mr.
Heyton was very low-spirited over the fact.
Of his own good-will he would have kept
them altogether, and thought it quite & hard
case that such a proceeding was not prac-
ticable. It did not satisfy this unreason-
able man that his pretty Mabel was te-
moved from him only two short miles, and

that he saw her every day; he wanted her
with him o}t the time—in his house, at his
gide, and, a5 her mother and sister were her
necessary appendages, he wanted them also.
- Indeed, to seoure Mabel, he would gladly
" have taken in a regiment of mothers and
gistérs, and {honght that life could offer
him no higher privilege and greater pleas-
ure than to do so. Fate had not, however,
granted him this privilege snd pleasure, 80
4o looked grave and dissatisfled, as he sat
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while Mrs, Lee, who presided opposite, re-
flected this discontent to the full, If Mr.
Seyton wished her to temain permanently
in his house, that desire was asnothing to her
own regret that it was impossible for her to
doso. It wea the sort of position to which
she was properly born, she thought; for
Mrs. Leo had always been one of the people .

who fanoy themselves entitled Dby right di-

vine to the good gifts of Fortune, and resent,

as an injury of the deepest dye, any adver-
sity or misfortune, Bho had been woll born
and well reared, and possessed a not uncom-
mon love of laxury, which made the stately
appointments of the House very pleasent to
her. Sheliked the grand rooms and lofty
corridors, the silver plate and dainty chine,
the retinue of servants, to whom she needed
only to say, “Do this,” and it was done. '
Constance always said that it spoiled her
mother to 2o to the House, and that she al-
ways required several weeks to recover the
offect of a prolonged visit. On the presenf
oceasion, Constance was in deep Qisgrace,
for it was she and her tiresome pupils who
were the cause of their leaving, when it
would have been so easy to spend s week
or two longer on account of Mabel's health.
« What wounld be the good, mamma?”
Constance said, when this fact was guer-
ulously brought forward. “ We have to go
gooner or later, and why not now, as well
a5 g week hence? TFor my part, I like a
disagreeable thing over,” -

«No doubt it is very easy to tall that

T don’t see that there is any thing disagree-
able to you, Of conrse J have to suffer.
1 always do—and Mabel, somewhat. - As

be delighted to get back to that horrid Ayre,
and your horrid teaching.”

be dome,” Constance replied, and that was
all that she said, for long experience bad
taught her the ntter fruitlessness of attempt-
ing to argue with her mother. She pergist-
ed in saying sho must go, however, and, as
her going meant going . for all of them, Mxs,
Lee sat up at the breakfast-table that morn-
ing, and ate her muffins like a martyr Hied

at'the foot of his pledsant breakfast-table,

‘to the steke, “1 suffer, of course; but that

. other day,” said . Mrs, Lee, in & tone which

way,” Mrs. Lee petulantly rejoined; “but .

for you, however, I have no doubt-you will .
| that its tradespeople dealt in such aommod-

« Tt iy better to be ot work, if work ie'to \
I you at ten o'clock.” :

b not look enchanted at the pre '
prospect, b
L drank hor doffee in sober silence, pech bt

 boat, if you have no objcotion, sir? " sai
 Gonvay. jection, sir? " spid
boating duty, as long as the painting con-.
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is what I always do,” was written on her
And, whenever she addressed Qon-
stance, it was in the tone of one who mag-
nanimously overlooks, hut cannot quite for-

face,

gat, & deep grievance, :

Meanwhile, Mr, Ainslic had somewhat
smoothed away the clond from Mr. Seyton’s
brow, by telling him that Mabel had con-
sented to sit for her porirait, and that he
would be ready to begin it whenever she
felt sufficiently recovered to vindergo the fa-

tig.ue. i Bineo you gave a preference to oil-
pamting over miniature,” he added, *“it
will be necessary for me to fit up a studio
here, and in that case Miss Lee will need to
come to me, instead of my going to her.”

Yes,” said Mr. Beyton; *of course it
will be npeessary.—Mab, my darling, do
your hear that? When can you give Mr,
Ainshe his first sitting 3"

“To -morrow, godpaps, if mamma
g,gree,” answered Mabel, looking at her
mother,

“To-morrow will suit me as well as any

b_eﬁtted her martyr 2676,
“To-morrow, then, is settled,” said Mr,

Seyton, who was beaming with pleasure, .

“I ghall have one of the rooms opening on

the terrace fitted for 4 stadio; and I sup-

pose you scareely have an easel wi

Mr. Ainglia? ” it you

1 regret to say not,” Mr. Afnslie an-
Bwared, o ‘

‘“ Ab, well, no matter, I have an excel-
Ifant ea’rpenter who will make you one ir no
tlm?‘.I‘ Then how about; canvas and paints?”

obtained@ a eupply of those i
the other day.” - o o
“Ayre is improving. T did not know

ities.—Mab, I hope you will not disappoint
us to-morrow. I shall send the bogs after

“Very well, sir” ssid Mabel, who did

- “Thope I may be allowed to take the

“I volunteer my services. for
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“I have not the least objection,” said
Mr. Seyton, “if Queen Meb has none.”

Queen Mab blushed and smiled—a blush
*mfl smile which indicated eny thing but
objection,

“I.am fond of boating myself, and still
more fond of Miss Lee’s society,” broke in
Ml.'. Harding, abraptly, to overy one's sur-
prise. “ Now, it does not seem to me that
my cousin Philip hes a patent monopoly for
eltl.ler; therefore, if' you please, sir, I shall
claim a right to take the boat for her, some-
times, at least.” o
“A right!™ returned his cousin, bef;)re
M. S?yton could spesk. ¢ My dear fellow.
t‘here is no such thing as a right in g ms.‘a:tez,'
lfke this. Where a lady’s favor isin ques-
tion, 8 men has only one possible right-
that of offering gervies.” '
“ Well,” said Mr. Harding, a little sharp-
Iy, “I offer mine, then—we have both of-
fered ours, in fact—and Miss Lee may chooss

| between them,” |

. “ Miss Lee new not, of necessity, do an
thing of the kind,” said My. Gouwa;r: cao]];
“spoke first. If there is any right in the
matter, it is mine.".

) ,“‘Tut, tut!” said Mr. Seyton, while Mr.
ﬁmeshe gave & slightly-amused langh.
' her:e Is, 85 you said a moment ago, no
1'1g]:Et. in question, save Mabel's right, of
choice. 'We won’t force that on’ her, how-
ever, for she might end by choosing neither

?f you, So I will decide the matter by giv-
ing you leave to take the boat for hér on
alternate days.” ‘ Cs
“I must say—"* Mr. Conway hegan, but
his uncle cut him short, R ’ |
“We won't say any moye about it, Phil
The matter is gettled.—And no%r, Osoar, g(;
end tell them to man the twelve-oar,bo;t.”
Thi.s was the signal for separation, for
the tying on of hets and veils, and finally
f’f departure, a1l four gentlemen 2000Mpany-
ing the ladies to Ayre. * It was Quite early,
and by no means very warm, yet the shad;'
of the drooping trees was very ‘pleasant, as-
they shot along past the island which Oon-
way told Mabel always reminded him of the -
isle that Hinda praised. so eloguently to her.
lover. He was sitting by her now, and, a3,

tintes,” - ;

they skirted the banks, he said suddenly ;
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“. «What o charibing féie ehampéire could
‘be given here!” ' '

- “Pienics here are very common,” said
Mahel.' “Ihave been to them often—Do ;
you remember the last one, Constance? |
' 4] yemember you were siok safter if,
fror 'the combined effect of thin shoes and |
danip ground, if that is what you meen.”

%1 don't meax that. But you know we
811 agreed  that: dancing oh the ground was
very. disagreenbls, and il wishing tLat god-
papa would build a ballroom for ns.”

#] pever heard of it,” said Mr. Seyton.

“If you wished it, Mab, why did you not
tell'me 507 But as for the good people.of
Ayre — well, they may build their own
ballroom, I think.” o

Tt was mote they than I who wished
it, godpapa,” Mabel said, with & langh;

“thiotigh it would be pleasant, undoubtedly;

* for, elthough dencing on the greensward is
yary poetical in ideal, it is very tiresomé in

- reality.” - .
+ #uBuppose I give your promised midsum-
wér-night's ball thero?” said Mr. Beyton,

Balf jostingly. -

“Jt wounld be delightfull? she eried;
while Philip Oanway repeated curiously:

#Midsummer-night's ball. What do you
meant” . -

oL mean Mabel's féte-day,” Mr. Seyton
- augwered, with a glance that effectually

gtopped further inquiiy. * Midsummer-day

is her fonst, and 50 wo always celebrate it
with dus homor.—I promised you a ball this

year, did I not, Mab?" .

~ & Hndoubtedly  you' did,” said Mabel,
promptly; *“and I shall see that the prom-
ifa'ih fulfilled. Now, en island-ball would
Yo rapturous,” o
", Ho langhed, and yet, despite the langh,
his fiiee grew grave, for this midsummer-day
fie'tiad its own significance. Nobody had

evar rioticed or volebrated Mabel’s birthday |

b day which, besides being her birthday,
wigthe ‘anniversary of her father's death;
atid thid notessity soemed so sad to Mr. Sey-
tox, thet, iwhen shé wasquite 4 little child,
Ko indngurated the custom of observing this
othibr @ay- with gll the' ceremonies that usu-
ally atterd what poots are fond of terming

good wishes made, holiday festivities instis
tated, and such a gela air given the ocos-
sion, that, as time went on, Mabel positively
began to count the years of her age. from,
this date. She scarcely ever remembered
that it was not in truth her birthday,-and
nobody cared to vemind her of the fact.
80, now that her eighteenth year wes draw-
ing to its close, sho seemed as much as ever
oblivious of it, and as much as ever deter-

mined that her féfe should make up her

birthday shorteomings. .

#An jsland-bBall would be rapturous,
would it?” said Mr. Seyton. “But how
eonld I build yow.a bailroom in sweh a, short
time? ¥ '

* «Qh! there is plenty of time, godpapa,
I am gore; and a féte over there would be
something quite unique—something differ-
ent from a commonplace ball up ab the
Houmse.? T

# Something very uncomfortable, I am
afraid,” said Mr. Seyton. i
“ Why so? " asked Conway, ‘It would
be very ‘easy to construct a pavilion for
dancing, snd then, with the undergrowth
cleared awsy, and the trees hung with
lamps, not to speak of a fow arches and fire-
works, ‘a seenic effect might bo obtained
which would be very good.—Eh, Ralph{™

“Very,” said Mr. Ainslie. “I can fancy
the lights gleaming over the water, and the
boats darting to andfro. It is a clever ides,
| Phil.” ‘

« But o troublesoma ome,” said Mr, Sey-
'ton. Andwith that the matter might have
ended, if he had not looked up at the mo-
‘ment and seen the expression on Mabel's
face. Itwas only the youthful, wistful long-
Jing for.a new pleasure; but it tonched the
héart that had never yot denied her any en-
' joyment which weslth or love could com-

‘mand.. .

turning to Conway, with & smile, *‘ this is,
indéed, a very clever idea of youmrs.: But
gre.you willing to teke the trouble. of car-
rying it out? Will you attend to thé ar-
rabgethents; without bothering me abidut it,
| ¢nd farnish Blake with necessary plans :-gnd
direotions? " C SRR

“the patal day.” Presents were offered,

“over; “and you don’t seem glad to see s,

“Took here, my fine fellow,” said -he,‘

Philip Conway looked at Mabel, gnid ‘F!ie’,.
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tao, read aright .the Jonging in her eyes,
He, too, felt that any exertion to gratify
that longing would be well made, .

“Yes,” he gaid, “T will undertake it
with pleasure,”

“Then,” sald Mr. Seyton, “I give you
carte blanche for its fulfilment, with vnly
this understanding, that I am not to be
troubled. Give Blake your orders, 2nd he
will carry them out—that ig, if Mabel is in

earnast in preferving that hor ball should be

here.”

“Indeed I am in earnest] ™ oried Mabel
breathlessly, * Tt will be charming—it Wﬂi
be delightful. O godpépa, how can I thank
you emough ¢ ¥ '

“ Thank Phil, not me,” said Mr. Seyton,
with a smile; and, before they finished dis-
oussing and talking it over, the boat swung
round af the foot of Mrs. Lee's garden
where there wes a landing-place, and 1;
flight of steps which led down to the wa-
ter's edge. '

On these steps, at the present moment,
M;t‘. Nowell was standing, ready to receive’a
his aunt and cousins, but with an expres-
gion the revorse of sunshine, when he spw
w.ho was handing Mabel from the boat. Tt
did not mollify him in the Idast that Mr, Bey-"
ton and his gunests made their adieux- after

tl.xe fairer portion of the cargo was fairly
disembarked, and, promising to see them
Boon again, pursued their way to the town
Miss Lee’s residence being in the subur]:;
nearest the House, .
“Francis, you are not looking well "
Constanoesaid, after the first greetings We;e

either. 'What is the matter?® .
“Nothing,” answered Mr, Nowell, a
little shortly. *And I suspect I am as.g,]ad
to ses you, Constanee, as you are;glad fo get
back again. Mabel, in particular, Iooks
overjoyed.” : ‘
- Mabel waa standing at the head of the
steps, swinging her parasol in her hand, und
gazing after the vanishing boat, es her cons-
in spoke... Bhe hedrd him, however, and
torned round with g samile, . ) ’
. “Do T look overjoyed?” she asked.
*Well, I'm not exactly that; but Y am very

pretty every thing is! and, though it has
only been little more than 2 week since we
went: awway, what a time it scoms!®.. .

. " A-very charming timg; no doubt,” said
Mr. Nowell, regarding her severely. -

#T thought time seomed short when it
was charming,” she returned. * Come, I
will not bo scolded as soon as I -_rei;{:rn._
You may bo sure of one thing, siv—-—nobo&y
ever was cross at Seyton House; -and, if you
don’t want to make me wish myself back
there, you had better smooth your face,” .

“T am not én airy gellant, like Mr, Phil.
ip Qonway, Mabel” = - ‘ ‘

“Mr. Philip Conway is not an airy gal-
lant, as far as T am aware,” Mabel retorted.
“He's & very pleasant gentleman; and if
you will behave yourself, and look moder-
ately interested, I will tell you what he is
going to do for me,” :
“Qoing to do for you! Pray what right;
has ke to do any thing for yout” '

“He hes the right of being vary agraeQ
ablo and obliging,” said Mabel, o littlo in-
fhgmmt]y. “He is going to build a pavil-
ion on the island for my féte; and we are -
to have arches, and fireworks, and daneing,
and ¢ fall band of musie, and-—every. thino,-
thet is delightfal, Just think'ofit]» =

“Yes,” said Mr. Nowell, who did think
of it, to his infinite disgust. “But is Mr,
Conway already master of Seyton House,
that he can play the prince in this style? ”,.';

) “No; of coursenot. It iy godpapa-ﬁlioﬂ
gives me theféte, but Mr. Conway has ;'u-om‘-“ :
ised to attend to it, and ke has such @xﬁui—' '
site taste, that it is sure to be fit for the
fairies,” '

. - “Buch exquisite taste, has he? Any-
bods"— has exquisite. taste who undertakes to
gratify your whins, I believe. But if my
aunt sllows this nonsense—" L

. “Mamma’s delighted-with the ides,” in-

.| terrupted: Mabel,. .

: .--“ Then I hope sle will aisb be d_élighted
;;:?:fhe colc}i-s‘.‘ﬁn‘t‘l _5?1"9 thf'oata A6 will en-
*Yon may be, sure-of foné"thin'g‘,?’ oried.
?he’ * we.will not fores anybody to come to
it; . You may stay. i Ayre, and. resd yonr

wallaplaaaqd! Franeis, I assure you. How

.

horrid ' law-books . that very might. if von
want to," . ery night, if yoR




_Mabel.” ' -

54 © MABEL
- «“The permission is scarcely necessary,

| % Nous werrons,” she said, nodding her
head, and then she went away o the house,
vanishing down the long green walk that
led direct from the river-side to the back
piazza,/while Mr, Nowell turned to his cous-
in, who had stood by in amused silence.

" «“She is worse spoiled than ever, ‘Con-
stance,” he said, as if the spoiling was all
Oonstanee’s fault. 1 am sure I don’t see.
where it is to end.” -

¢ Tf would end easily enough if you were
kind instead of sovere,” Comstance said.
“Your constent censure does harm instead
of good, Francis.”

" «1 know that nothing but indulgence
does good in your eyes,” he returned, as
they walked on toward the house.

Constance’s few words had their weight,
however, for he exerted Limself to be more
agreesble after he eame in, and did not even
gay any thing unploasant when he heard of
the portrait-painting, which was in itsell a
remarkable fact.

i

CHAPTER X.
FOREBHAI‘)OJWINGB,

“Wgzr, Blake,” sald Mr, Seyton, “you
have not told me yet what your decision is
in the case of Conway vs. Harding,”
" Two or three weeks had elapsed when
the master of Seyton Honse addressed thiy
half-langhing question to kis faithful friend
and steward, They were alone in the Ii-
brary, snd had been deep in business for
somie time, until Mr. Seyton pushed aside
impatiently the baldnce-sheet for which he
enterteined such a disgnst, and changed the
subjeot in this way., He looked at Blake
with & great deal of amusement in his eyes,
and, soarcely understood the half-perplexed
regard which Blake returned. ‘

“J take it you menn your nephows,
gir?” the latter said, after a pause.

" #To bé sure, I mean my nephews,” re-
plied Mr. Seyton, good-humorédly. -*Who
else should I mesn? Come, don’t be stu-
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prejudices and mistakes, and own up, like &
good fellow,; that you would rather burn the
old homse down, than see Cyril Harding
master of it.” . ‘
“I'm no speeinl friend of Mr. Harding's,
sir,” Blake answered ; “but I could stand
seeing bim master as well as I could stand
seeing anybody after you are gone. ‘K it
was Mr. Conway, now, you may be sare I'd
rather put a torch to the old timbers.”.
“8o you are as obstinately set against
him as evert” ‘
“Jf you choose to put it in that way,
sir, yes—I'm as obstinately set against him
as ever.” ‘
“You used to be a reagonable man,
Blake; if you are a reasonable man yet, you
must have some ground for such a prejudice.
What is it 2" ' )
" Ap awkward question that, for which
M, Blake did not seem to possess any reply.
He twisted a pen to snd {ro in his strong,
brown fingers for some time, before he
replied. Then it was quite abruptly:
“T don’t know that I could make you
understand, sir, so perhaps we had better
not talk of it. I gave my advice once, and
you didn't take it that's all. Thave gotno
right to give it over again.” ‘

4 Not when I ask youi”

it will do no good.”
« That's a¢ much as shying you have no

you know, if you fad areason, it would do
good, If IThave been deaf to you hereto-

but prejudice to wrge. DBring sny thing
else, and see if I do not pay sttention to it.”

«T have nothing to bring, sir,” said
Blake, very doggedly—* nothing, that is,
which you dor’t know yourself, Youknow

ended; and you might know, too, that the

So, if yon choose to set aside these things, I
have nothing else to bring.” S

“Btop & moment,” said Mr, - Beyton.
“Tell me what you mean by ‘fo]lowiilg"exv

actly in the father’s steps?’” e
'What should I mean, sir, only that

-pld—or obstinate, either! Confess your

just what the captain was when hé came

i‘l

true.”

“No, sir; not even when you ask me, if )
reason to advance in support of it, then; for

fore, it was only because you had nothing 7

what the captain was, and how the captain

son is following exsctly in the father’s steps. -

- might have expected this.”

with something of a gasp, and then ke got
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here first, Mr. Philip is now. The captain
could talk of nothing but horses and races
and billiards, and neither can Mr, Philip;
the captain knew every jockey and gambler
in the country, and so does Mr, Philip; the
captain had never any thing but a sneer for
any good man or any decent woman, and
neither has Mr, Philip; the captain carried
off a sweet lady, to her own misery and ruin,
and so is Mr. Philip about to do.”

“What do you meen?” demanded Mr,
Seyton, sharply, on whom this climax came
like a thunder-elap. o

Mr. Blake looked at him in surprise.

“Barely you know what I mean, sir;
although, perhaps, it was not my place to
mention it,” he said.

“ Do you mean any thing about my god-
daughter &

“I-mean only this, sir: that day after
day I meet Miss Mabel and Mr. Conway
walking, or riding, or boating together, and
I heve begun to think that the county must
be right when it says that your heir will
also be her husband.”

“Does the county say thatt?

“Tb has said it a long while, sir.”

“ But it is not trne. You know it is not

“How con I know it, sir? Miss Mabel
is an angel of besuty and goodness—but
she's a woman, after all. And ag to what
Mr. Philip Conway is, you're only to re-
member what the captain was when he car-
ried off Miss Adela.”

* But it is impossible! " cried Mr. Beyton,
who had grown very pale within the last
few minutes—*it's impossible, I tell you.
Mabel would not dream of such a thing—
and her mother--her sister-—pshaw! Itis
absurd.” .

“Humph! " said Mr, Blake, dryly. “Do
young ladies usuelly ask the permission of
their mothers and sisters, before they fall
in love? .I beg your pardon, sir, if I am
speaking too freely, but it seems to-me you

“Expeoted it1 repeated Mr. Sayton,

up ‘and walked disturbedly to and fro.
“You are wrong, Blake; you're tofaly

that, But, if you sheuld be right, how
shall I ever forgive myself?”

¥ was on the end of Blake's tongue to
say, “I warned you, sir,”” but he forbore.
I what ke feared was true, Mr. Beyton’s
self-reproaches would need no point from
him, If not—but, alas! how little could
either of them 'discern that darker futnre
which was to come, and which would make
even this fear seem in the retrospect a-
blessed hope! .

~ “I believe we have finished with this
Jbusginess to-day,” said Mr. Seyton, coming
abruptly to the table, and putting the ae-
counts away. “If you will ride over to-
morrow, I will {ry and look at the rest.—
By-the-way, how does the pavilion come
ont?” :

“Tolershly only, sir. Mr. Conway gives
so many orders, and is so contradictory
ahouf them,” ‘ :

“Well, well, it will &ll come right, I
dare say,” interrupted Mr. Seyton, absently.
"“Yon must excuse me it I leave you now.”

“Yes, sir, cortainly., Indeed, I'm just
going.”

“Good-morning, then.”

% Good-morning, sir,” ,

They shook hands, and Mr. Seyton left
the room by one door, while My, Blake went
out of another, which opened on a side
piazza, ~ The bright, warm noonday waa
somewhat dazzling after the subdued gloom
of the library, and he pulled his hat 5o Jow
over his brow that, as he went down the
steps, ho did not see Cyril Harding, who
was ascending them, until they eame face
to face. . : .
Now, notwithstanding “the warmth with
which Mr. Blake espoused this gentleman’s
cange, in his inmost heart ho entertained no
sort of faney for him. It was s matter of
choosing between two evils with him, and
as Cyril Harding was, in his eyes, an in-
finitely less evil than Philip Conway, he
did battle manfally in his service. But, for
all that, his regard for him.was, scarcely
more cordial than that of My, Seyton. - So
he greeted him rather stifly, and was by o
means pleased that Mr, Harding choss te
turn and sccompany him to the front of the

wrong,” he said at last, ' “I am sure of

house,. where his horse was waiting,
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“How does the pavilion come on, Mr

Blaket  inquired this gentleman, repeating
Mr, Beyton's question in & patromzmg tone,
which made Mr. Blake feel very suvage in
his inmost heart. “The 2lst i3 very near
" gt-hand, T suppese you wﬂl surely com-

plete it soont ™ *

- #T suppose so-too, sir,” said Mr. Blake,
#ip My, Qonway will know his own mind,
It s very hard on the workmen, this hav-

"ing to tear down and put up continually,
and Mr. Conway changes his plans every
day or two."

4 The last thing T heard of was the diffi-
culty about Ionic columns,” said Mr, Hard-
ing. % What is he after now {”

“The Lord only knows. Some hea-
thenish roof or other, that nobody ever saw
the like of, as fur as I know. I went there

~ yesterday, and the carpenters were all at &
stand-still over it, while Mr. Conway was
not 10 be found high or low.”

. %That's no uncommon thing,” said Mr.
Harding, with & grim sort of smile. * Mr.
Conway rarely s to be found, excepting
when Miss Loo is at the House. I hope my
uncle is- pleased at the prospect of the alli-
ance pending in that direction, Mr. Blake?”

"1 am sure I cannot say, sir,” replied

Mr. Blake, who lad no idea of being sub-
jeoted to-a pumping-process for Mr, Hard-
ing’s benefit,

. ¢T soarcely feel. able to congratulate
Miss Lee on her prospects of happiness,”
pursned t,he latter, who wos evidently
smarting from some fancied injury or re-
pulse, My cousin Philip’s character is
notorions; and, if my uncle is not aware of
it, I think—I really think—that it is the
duty of some friend to enlighten him.”

. %1 wonder that you do not take that
duty upon. yoursel,” seid Mr. Blake, who
overy moment liked Mr, Harding less,

4 'Thers. are motives of delicaoy,” said
Mr.‘Harding, solemnly, “Otherwise—but
1 am gure youunderstand, Itdis impossible
for-me to do it—quite 1mposslb1a. Now
you, Blake—" -

.. % Exouse me, sir, mterrupted Mr. Blake,
ahortly—-“l have no-talent for talevbear-

Fbetween !

LEE.

concern Mo ;~—nor, pmhaps, Mr, Seytcn,
[ either,.

“ #Whyt" asked Mr. Harding, eagerly.

“You think my uncle not likely to—to—
make him his heirf"” -

¢ As for that, I am unable to hazar& an
opinion,” answered the other, stiffly ; * but
1 only know this, sir, Mr. Seyton is able fo
look after his own interests, and, if he can-
not find an heir to suit him, he will, like ns
property to Miss Mabel Lee. Good-morn-
ing, sir.” .
 But, good Hoavens! Theentail! Ho
dare not—" began the astonished Harding,
But Mr. Blake was gonme. IHe had
mounted Brown Jerry as he uttered the
last words, and he was now riding away ut
& gharp trot, * A precious pair,” he mut-
tered between his teeth, for he was in more
of a fume than he would have liked to ac-
knowledge — o precious pair to choose
No wonder the master can't
make up his mind, when he has to take a
canting prig like this, or o gambling adven-
turer like the ofher.
that last shot. He'll not forget it soon,
and, if it does nothing else, it'll make him
uncomfortable "

Meanwhile, Mr. Seyton had gone to the
room which wag fitted up as a studie for
Ainglia, It was a.very pleassnt apartment
connecting with the drawing-room  suite;
and opening, like the library, on the ter-
race; but lacking sufficient light to nigke it
a good painting-room. The artist had obvi-

easel in the broadest glow of an unecurtained
window; but, even with this arrangement,

' he found .that he could do no work after

mid-day. The lizht changed then in the
most exasperating manner; 2o, necessarily,
all of Mabel’s sittings were in the morning,
It was morning now, and sho was on duty,
draped about with a blue scarf of some
light material, while her mother sat -orfo-
cheting in one of the open windows, and
Conway amused himself by playing oritic-

and sn snimated: discussion had for, 1 0IG
time.been going on bietween them.

ing, even when I am able to vouch for the
tales myself. Mr. Conway’s habits do not

not, cut the matter short by leaving the -

I'm glad I gave him’ ‘

. you don't know what you are talking about,-

ated this as well as he could, by placing his ‘

“peared.

in-chief. He wasstanding behind his friénd,

L * ploture from & safo dsstance, with head. a-
“f maintain that the spirit of tha thmg _
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is all wrong,” Uonway was saying. *You
may talk about exactness of feature and
clearness of tint as much as you please,
Ralph; Dot expression is, after all,- the
main point, and there you have failed en-
tirely. You may not believe it, for you are
wonderfully get up in ‘your own opisien, but
it is a fact, nevertheless.”
“T don’t know that I am set up in my
own opinion,” said Ainslie, painting away
very coolly, “but you are noi infallible,
Phil, in art, any more than iz any thing
- else, Tdon’tagree with you; IthinkT have
caught Miss Lee's expression perfectly,”
“ What! that woe-begono face and mar-
tyr-like nose? It might serve as a concep-
tion.of Iphigenia, but for her—my dear fol-
low, you must be blind. Now, if I had been
in your place, I should have painted her ge-
cording to one's idea of Titania.——'—

“!With chiidhood's starry graces lingering yet,
T’ the rosy orieat of young womanhood.'»

#1 paint her as sho seems to me,” an-
swered the other, retreatmg a step or two
back from his canvas, “If ever I suw
Miss Lee's face in my life, I see it there,”
he went on; “and as for the expression—

Phil. That expression is, above all others,
the one which is most-nataral to her face.”

“I know better,” returned the other, ob-
stinately. *I havo eyes, and they are as
good eyes as yours, though I ean't put down
their expression in red and white.—Will you
come and see which of us is right, Miss Ma-
bel§”

‘ But Miss Mabel only smiled and shook |
her head..

I should not know,” she said. “No-
bddy can judge of her own likeness—and,
besides, I should get out of position,”

“ Mrs. Leg, will you come? ™ gsked the
injurod- artist, turning to his only other
witness, for Mr. Seyton bad net yet.ap-
113
ot Will you eome and say who is

Mrs, Lee came, mther _reluctantly, for
she knew gs much of.arb as if she had baen
reared among the Kaffres, and looked at the

“It is like Mabel,” she said, “ wonder
fully like her. I don’t gee how _you ever |
managed it so well, Mr, Ainslie. The 'hair
is hers exactly, and the color in her cheeks
is 08 like as lifo, Then the eyes—"

“My dear madam, how about the ex-
pression?” interrupted Ainsle.  “Do'you
think it is too pensive, too sad ¢

“It is very sad,” said Murs. Lee, doubt-
fully. “But I hawze often seen Mabel'look
Jjust that way, especi’élly when she was
asleep.”

¢ And it is said that the face always ag-
sumes the natural expression in sleep,” said
Amslze, looking triumphantly” at Conway:.

T hope you are satisfied now, Phil.” - -

“Not ab all,” returned- the othor.
“Herc’s my uncle; we'll refer the matter
to him. You are just in time, sir, to dacide’
an important guestion between Ainslie and
myself—no less a question then whether
Miss Mabel is to appear on his canvas as a
type of all the despairing maidens who ever
looked unutterable woe since the beginning
of the world, or. whether shedis t6 be her
own bright self  For my part,” continued
he, with emphasis, “I hate woe-begone
faces, and I don’t know any olass of people
I'have less sympathy with than the class of
Mariannas in their moated granges.”

" “Tam perfectly willing that you shonld
Jjudge between us,” said the artist, address-
ing his host; and he moved aside, to surren-
der the best stand-poind,

Mr: Seyton uttered an exclamutlon when
he came in front of the painting; and then
stood still for some minutes, regarding it
silently, It wasa singularly beautiful' con-
eeption, and, apart from all question of like-
ness, one whzch proved the artistie, powet
and artistic culture of the hand that had
produced it. Yet it was very simple. . Only
& half-length, and painted without back-

ground or aceessories, or any of ths - ordi-
nary surroundings.of a portrait. - Tnatead of
theso, the eanvas was covered with floacy
white clouds, out of which Mabels face shone

like & star—her blue mantle thrown lightly

over her head in s hood-like faghion, fastened -
2t the throat by & single golden clasp, and
faﬂmg all around her, so that' the waving

httle on one side,.

outlines of the ﬁgure could only he. dimly
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“perceived benoath its folds, The effect was
exquisite. The golden hair, half waved,
half curled round the broad, white, child-
like brow, and then was plainly put back

" “behind the ears, while the eyes, “like wood-
lznd violets newly wet,” locked forth with
that sweet sad regard which all her life long
had distingnished them. Instead of this ex-
pression being confined to the oyes, the ar-
tist had consed it to pervade the whole face,

until every feature was tinged with'the
game subtle melancholy; and even her lips,
in place of wearing their accustomed smile,
werd closed with a grave pathos, and the
hands lightly clasped together over the
breast increased the resemblance, which al-
most any one would have remarked at fivst
sight, to the Madonnas of the Italian school

—1to the sweet divine grace of the star-
crowned Queen of Heaven, as it shines upon
us from the canvas of those great masters
who were of purer faith, as well as of
greater genins, than any who have trod in
the footsteps which they made immortal.
Jt was Mabel Lee, but Mabel Leo ethereal-

- {zed. into n heauty deeper than the mere

‘beauty of flesh and blood ; it was Mabel Lee

shining out of her clouds and her azure

drapery like » vision of some tender virgin
saint, as we pioture it to ourselves, some
loving, pitiful heart, that is smitfen by the
sin and suffering of earth, snd whoso sadness
is for the fettered lives and sordid spirits of
others, rather than for the self that has
learned sll wisdom, all science, all knowl-
edge, human and divine, in two words—

“ Sursum corda.” )

Whether Mr. Seyton saw all of this or
not, nobody conld tell; but he was silent 2
long time. Then Le spoke without looking
round,

“It. i3 exquisite, Mr. Ainslie, far more
beautiful even than I had expected. Did
you ask me for my opinion? I have noth-
ing to offer but admiration,”

41 geked for your opiniom, sir,” said
Conway. I begged to know if you do not
pgree with me that, however beautiful it
may be, it is & false conception of Miss
Mahel's face.”

“1% looks like o saint or & Madonns,”

find fault with that, Phil, I: ha‘ve seen tl;at
expresgion on’ Mabel’s face -verp: oﬁ.an . I
saw it this morning in church.”.

% And I gaw it the firgt time T ever sgf,w
her,” said Ainglie. “I have pam’aed 80
cordmg to my light, If i dnn’f; smi’.»yau,
Phil, you will have to paint one for your-
gelf.”

“T should paint a woman and not E)
saint, then,” returfied Oonway,_zmpatlenﬂy

Ralph, Mise Mabel has quite as many
angelic atiributes at present as she hag any
need of™

repeated Ainslie. Whereupon-he went back
to his convas, and began touching, with

mantle. )
He painted steadily for some time; and
they were all quite silent—Mr. Seyton’s ad-
vent, and the cloud he unconseiously brought
along with him, having put en end to the
pleasant flow of talk and langhter which
had been going on previously to his en-
trance. Jor perhaps it was Philip Con-
way’s invariable presence in the stadio, per-
haps it was the fact that Mr. Ainslie decid-
edly improved on acquaintance, or perhaps
it was only the pleasant occupation of
knowing that her features were coming
out oue by one under the artist’s brush, but
Mabel had becomeo guite reconciled to the
sittings ; and, although the portrait had al-
ready been in progress gome time, and was
yet far from completion, she had never been
heard to express impatience or wonder
concerning the delay.

“I think Ralph dollies over it, becanse
he means to go as scon as it is finished,”

the explanation was scarcely necessary, for
nobody concerned (excepting Mr. Nowell,
and he could hardly be said to be con-
cerned) found fault with this proerastina.
tion—Mr, Seyton least of afl, Ha cordially
liked his guest, was glad of any axzcuse to
detain him, and would have submitted
uncomplainingly to almost any pnvaticm
‘which brought Mabel to the house every
day.

seid Mr. Seyton, smiling; “Dbut I cannot

Mr, Amshe had palnted for about half

' M:ss. Lee,” he said, kindly.

“There may be too much of a good thing,

* that I have grown a little weary to-day.

“T work according to my inspiration,” -

light, sweeping strokes, the folds of the blue -

~ turn”about is only fair play.—Tell Phil so,
if he eomes, Mr. Ainelie,” he added, nod-

" penso with & young gallant for onee, ¢an
Philip Conway once exclaimed. And yet

~ that there was not even a shade of disap-
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‘maq;, and tired of the dulness which had
settle over‘them, Philip Conway had saun-
tar,eds awey, when the former suddenly

. roand,\and gaw that Mabel was,

"‘Don‘t Tet me detain you any longer,
“1 ghall not
“need you again to-day; and, although your
- patience is perfect, I should not like to tax
it too for.”

“You nover do, Mr. Atnslie,” answered
Mabel, riging. “It iy my fault, not yours,

Mamma, I am ready.”

“But you will wait for Juncheon," said
Mr. Seyion, throwing aslde the pa.per he
had taken up.

- #No,” said Mrs. Lee, g little plaintively.
“Y am sorry I cannot. Did you say you
were ready, Mdabel? We must go, Mr, Sey-
ton, for the Boyds are to dine with me to-
day; and, although I don’t consider them
company, still—"

“3tili we must go,” said Mabel, decid-
edly And she put on her hat.

“1 think I shall accompany you home,”
said Mr, Seyton, rising as he gpoke. « These
young men havehad quite amonopoly of your
society lately ; end everybody knows that

ding carelessly to that gentleman.

“There is really no necessity, Mr. Sey-
ton,” began Mrs. Lee; but Mr. Seyton i in-
terrupted her in his oourtly way,

“Youwon't deny me the pleasure, I am
sure, my dear madam.—Mab, you can dis-

you not? DBesides, I want to stop at the
island and see for myself how the prepara-
tions come on, Are you ready?”

With a bright smile Mabel assented, and
her godfather was more than pleased to ses

pointment on her face, “It was sll an idea
gf Blake's,” he thought, And the relief con-
sequent upon feeling this wes so great that
he attended the two ladies down to theboat
in even more than his usual apirits,

The reverse was strikingly the case with
Philip Conway, however, when he entered

‘body but Ainslie, who was still hard at
work.

* Where are they all? Where's Miss
Lea?™ ho asked, quickly, *Surely they
have not gone home without met »

“That is exactly what they have done,”
said hig friend, coolly. *You ought to have
stayed, mon ami, if you wanted to look after
your interests.” '

“Bat how was I to fancy they would
treat me this way? And you—you might
have let me know, Ralph.”

“There was nothing to let you know,”
the other answered, with a shrug, “Votre
onele interfored, and earried them off, much
against the fmr Mabel's wishes, I ‘imagine,
He bade me tell you that turn about is fair
play, if that is any consolation to yon.”

“My unecle,” repeated Philip Conway.
“The dence! What does that mean,
wonder?! Do you know I fancied that he
looked rather—rather gueer, when he oame
in a while ago ¢ "

“He looked rather out of sorts; but
what of that? "

“Only that he may have been hearing
some pleassnt story or other about my
many virtues and good deeds; and that, per
conseguence, he thinks it a measure of pre-
ecaution to guard his pet lamb from such 2
wolf?

“A gmlty conscience—you lkmow the
rest,” said Mr, Ainslie, giving a dash of
paint on Mabel’s golden locks. ¢ Don’t be
absurd, Phil. Who would he hsve heard
any thing from? "

%My pregious cousin for one.”

“Bah! ke would not dare to speak, for
his own sake,”

“ That obstinate old Blake for another »
* And how would he know any thing$ "
“He is keen enough,.and prejudiced
enough, to ferret ot every ugly story that
-ever way afloat against me, and how many
there are, and have been, I don't need to
tell you.”

" No,” sald Ainslie, dryly., “ButIean
tell you tha't-you make & great mistake in .
thinking your undle would listen to any goe-
sip of the sort. Hoe is & gentleman of the
old school, and so thoroughly ‘imbned with

the studio half an hour laﬁey,’and found no-

the ‘noblesse-oblige theory that to do-any -




80 '  MABEL
' thing ‘underhand would be -an impossibility
to him, Besides, are you so much set upon
this inkieritance that you should fly off at a
tangent beontse he happens to look a little
grave? That's rather.a change from your
o0ld philosophy. . oo
. % Yos,” satd Conway, absently. He threw
" himself back in the chair. where Mabel had
been sitting, and there was silence in the
room:for séveral mmubes, for Ainslie painted
steadily on and waited for the other to spoak,
which the other did net do-for some time.
' -#The devil’s in it,” he seid at last, ab-
ruptly, % You'd sesrcely think it;Ralph,
but theé devil cortainly must be init. - You
are’ right about my old philosophy, and it
wag a very genuine philosophy too. 1
searaely eared a cent about the Seylon in-
heritance diring all these years; or, indeed,
when I came here. But mow—I Wondet' if
is.can be that fellow, Harding, who has in-
- feoted fne with his own overwhelmmg de-
gire, or if it is simply the wish to win the
rece against him?”
. M, Ainslie looked at him with a sort of
dry, sarcastio smile.
" %80 that's all you know about it?” he
satd.: WMy good fellow, the secret of the
matteris neither the Harding rivalry nor
your own newly-developed mercenary spirit;
but simply and éolely—this.”
‘He pointed his-brush at Mabel Lee's
face.
e Perhapa you gre right,” answered the
other, nowise diséomposed or taken abaek,
“The master of Beyton House might afford
to indule himself in the luxury of s wife,
protty, charming, and penniless. But, for a
poor devil like me, it would be unqualified
madness, you know."
¢ . #Bpyon are conducting your love-aﬁ'mr
on the prospects of heirshipt”
.. “I'm not conduoting a love-affair at all;
T'm not sach & fool. You might as well
talk torastaexing man of eating turtle and
drinking tokay. Iam sunply living in the
honr.”
4168 to'be hoped that Mms Lee je doing
ﬁha same,” 1
- At these words a dark elond came over

Oonway u face.

IER,

he. said. ¢ Sometimes—just  now, -for in-

.stance—I feel as if I were aeting like s

scoundrel. - But what can I do? If I go
away; 1 leave this &—a fellow, Harding, in
possession of the fleld, and so throw awhy
ny only chance of forsune Wlnle, a8 long
as I atay-—""

“%The pretty fooling is bound to go on,”
soid his friend philosophically, Yes, I see
that. But look here, Phil, does it never
strike you that perhaps your best chance of
the fortane would be to secure the fair Ma-
bel abt once? Her godfather could hardly
steel his heart against the future husband,

“or (if you are bent on a bold coup) the pres-

ent husband of his pet.”

“J sald a moment ago that I felt like a
seoundrel,” answered . Conway, shortly—
“hut T have no mind to be ome, Ralph.
Now, I should call that scoundrelism of the
deepest dye. I don’t pretend to indifference
on the subject of the heirship; I do want
it; and Idon’t pretend to love Mabel Loe
like a paladin, or like any thing else but an
ordingry man ; but I Jove her well enough not
to nse her as a stepping-stone to fortune.”

#Ah, T gee; you've turned Quizote by
way of variety.” ’

 Dayil o bit of it, as yon know perfectly
well. But a man is not neesssarily a scoun-
drel beoause he i3 an adventurer, I leave
the first to my distingeished cousin.”

“What do you mean??

# Nothing, except that I doubt if he
would consider means very mmch where
Seyton House was at stake,”

“You had better look cut, then,” .

] had better not pay him any sach
compliment.. ‘Let him, do bis best, or—his
worgt, If there is any thing that I can resent
openly, you may be sure that I will do so0
but if not—yon would ecarcely advise me
to play the spy.”””

“The matter stands thus, then,” sa.ul
My, Ainglie, throwing o cloth over his easel,
preparatory to leaving it, and dropping the
subject of Mr. Harding very sbruptly, *If
yon are lucky enongh to.be chosen by your
unels as hia heif, you will offer vours,elf to
Miss Lee; if not—"

“That's the miggiving T have myself,”

4] ghall g6 back to the old lee, aml
leave her to my cousin Oynl ¥ answered

“IN A GONDOLA." 6l

the other, rising. *To him that hath shall
be given,’ you know., It is not often I
quote a fext; but constant Harding associa-
tion must tell, I suppose.” Come away now,
end let us row over to the island., They
send me word the very deuce is to pay over
there.”

CHAPTER XI.

“IN A GONDOLA.”

‘Tux very deuce may have been to pay
at the islend ; but-ab least the question of
payment did not, trouble Mr. Conway long.
That very afternoon his skiff swung round
to its mooping ab the foot of Mrs. Lee's gar-
den; -and; five minates Iater, he stood ut the
door of a pretty rose and clematis arbor,
within which a sinall table and some chairs
were placed, and where Constance and Mabel
generally sat after the mid-day heat abated,

They were sitting there now, and both
of them looked up with a smile of weleome
as he made his appearance, for it had come
to pass, without any ome exactly knowing.
hotr, that he filled quite an intimate posi-
tion in the Lee household, Why, it wounld
be hard to say, excepting that Le, and the
like of him, generally obtain more than
their due portion of woman's favor and sym-
pathy, for both of which some plainer and
more honest fellow goes begging., It will
be remembered, however, that Mabel had
been his advocate before she ever saw him,

,ond in this she did little more than echo the

family opinion, for Mrs, Lee had ence been
intimate with Mrs. Conway, when that lady
was Miss Seyton, and she did not forget this
any more than she forgot the charming
manners and distinguished appearance of
thai wnfortunate gentleman whom Mr.
Blake styled ““the captain,” snd . never
mentioned without a grim’ sort of disap-
proval. Like many of her sex, Mrs, Lee
was decidedly liberal to the failings of other
women’s husbands, snd could not' conceive
that the ‘trifling matter of bemg & spend-
thrift - and adventurer, snd next "thing to
# 8windler, could possibly. overbalance the

she had ever seen; so her tone .coneerning
Captain Conway was invariably one of min-
gled pity—as for a hero unjustly -maligned
—and exalted admiration. . ¥ The most fas-
cinating person in the world,"” she. would
say, O my dears, if you had only seen
him! It is troe, you.see Mr, Conway; bnt
I assare you he is only a faint reflection of
his father, Very charming, I grant you,
and very much of an improvement on the
young men of the day. But not to be com-
paved, oh, not at all to be- compared to the
coptain. “I hope he is an improvement
on the captain, a5 well as on the young men
of the day, in some respects,” Constance
would answer, gravely, at which Mys, Leo
always gave a littls ery of expostulation,
“Tor shame, my dear! You have heen
hearing some of these Lorrid stories about
him. T assure you, and I know ail about ity
that there was not a word of truth in them;
No ona could have known Captain Conway;
and believed them, Constamoe.” Yag,
mamma,” Constance would answer absent-
ly; for she was wondering the while if her
own partiality for Philip the Second rested
a8 entirely on the foundation éf, his. .mere
personal fascinations, as did that of her
mother for Philip the First, I hope.Iltke
him for himself—I hope I am.not mistaken
in hkmg kim; I really beliove ho has good
qualities, under all his recklessness and care-
lessness,” she thought eainestly, more oap:
nestly than she would have liked to ge-
knowledge, as she saw Mabel’s eloquent
eyes and flushing cheeks; for Mabel rarely
spoke in these discussions, save by Ler oyes
and - checks; yet nobody ever scemed to
doubt that she too was a firm Conway par- .
tisen.

“TLadies fair,” said the mneh-oanvassed
gentleman, a3 he pansed before them, framed
in the door of the arbor, and looking like a
young oavalier; with the flickering sunlight
falling' in patches on his :black curds and
graceful figure—* who is ready for arow?
My boat is on the shore, and the river-is
stiooth as.glass. Miss Loe, T am sure Misa
Mabel will come; can I not for onee tempt '
you also.§ -

. Oonstance Iooked up from her sewmg——

handsomest: face and’ most perfeot manner [ she was alwaye busy--with a smile,
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«Yon are very kind, Mr. Conway, but I
am afrald my answer must be the invariable
no. I would like o go very much, but—"

“But what?” asked Mabel, as she
paused.  “Really, dear, I.see no earthly
reason why you should not go this evening.
That work can very well wait, and there are

‘no ocakes to make for tea, mor any thing
else, that I know of.”

“Pray, Miss Lee, think agein,” said
Conway; and it was the highest posgible
compliment to Constance’s sweetness and

charms, that he was perfectly sincere in the
roquest. I want to take you both over to
the island, and ask your advice abount the
pavilion, whwh threatens o prove a failure:
1 am affaid my first essay ns an architeet is
by no means & suCCes. Ainslio laughs at
it, and says nothing fit to be seen will ever
comse of it; but I thinkhe may be mlsta.ken,
and T want your adviee.”

#You want ng to agree w1th you, that

is," said Constance, smiling again, Well,
Iwilt come, if you think me worth walting

for a little while. I must see Nanoy first.”
“We think you worth waiting for any
time at all,” he answered, as ho moved aside
to let her pass,
“T won't be long;” she said, as ghe van-
1shed from sight ; but, if she had only known
it, there was no question of the length or
chortness of time with the two she had Jeft
behind her, Houmrs were scarcely counted
in the garden of Eden; and once, at least,
in lifs, we all of us wander in that blessed
place. ~ Yet to the profane ears of outsiders
their conversation might have scemed very
commonplace, after all, being only this:
- «] gee you have been reading,” said
Conway, advoncing into the arbor, and tak-
ing Oonstence’s vacant chair. “What is
it? Ah, my Browning, is it not?"
“Yes,' answered Mabel with .a blash
and g smile, that always went together
when she spoke to him. - It is your Brown-
ing, though I can scarcely say that I have
been reading it. The fact.is, Mr. Conway,
I—I'm afraid I'm very stupid; but I don’t
understand it."
“You are not necessar: 11y stupid on that

acoount, I assure you,” said Conway, with &
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comprehend Mr. Browning. He is a new
poet, with & new style, which I-confess I do
ot like, though Ainslie raves over it. Some
of the beauties don’t lis too deep for com-
prohension, though, and it was these I rec-
ommended to you.”

#Yes, I know, and I have enjoyed ther
very much. You see it is the Dramatic
Lyrica T have here, I tried ‘Sordello’ this
morning, but—"" "

wonder. I pity you sincerely if you even
tried it. T wish you could hear Ainslie read
some of these,” he added, as he took up the
volume. * His elocution is perfect; and I
connot imagine a more difficult test than
this wonderfully involuted metre. You
would scarcel§ believe it, perhaps, but he
‘absolutely brings out the sense sometimes.”
“Does he? Then I should like to hear
him. But yom, Mr. Conway-—I am sure you.
also read well,”
“ Why do yew snppose 80"
She gave a little laugh.
4T oan searcely tell, excepting that your
voice is very musical. Lot me hear whether
I am right or wrong. Read something.”
#Read what?”
“Whatever the page is open on.”
He smiled. ‘
“To hear is to obey,” he said. And
then he began those quick, ringing verses:

1 Yon know we French starmed Ratishon
A mile or {wo away,
On o Hittle mound Napoleon-
Stood on our storming doy.”

He read woll, certainly ; with very per-
fect taste and just emphasis; but Mabel be-
gan to feel a little disappointed, and faney
she had, after all, mistaken the capability of
expression in the voice, the depths of passion
and energy which she had expected to find
there, when he came to. the last verse:

“The chief's aye flnshed ; ut presently

Boftened tself, a8, shent.hea
A fiim the tnomer-eagie‘q ey

When her bruised englet breathes,

“Tou're wounded 1" *Nay, his poldier's pride,
Touched to the quick, he sald: '

P killed, sirel®  And his chiof beside,
Bmiling the boy foll dead.”

Then, with o sharp thrill that went

laugh,

“ A great many wise people fail to

. was the spirit of a poet better caught or

“But you came to gr1ef shortly? No

Clonstance, glancing down the paths which

through and through her, and with the hot
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tears which rushed to her eyes, she felt
that she had nob.béen wrong; for never

better rendered ‘than Philip Conway had
caught and rendered this. The emperor's
tone of warm yeb careless sympathy, and
the proud, calm answer of the boy, who a
moment before had spoken with such gay
daring, the boy at whom

* You look twlee ere you saw his brenst
‘Waa all but shot in twe,”

But, by this time, sand before she could
express approbation in words, Constance,
who had concluded her interview with Nan-
¢y, came back to them,

“If we are going to the island, we had
better star}:,” she said. “ It Is quite late.”

They set out at once. It did not take
them long to. reach their destination, for
Oonway used the oars as well as a profes-
sional boatman, and pulled against the cur-
rent with such hearty good-will, that his
keel goon grated on the island sand. A ne-
gro who was standing by mede fast the
boat to & small upright staké, and then Con-
way sprang oub.

“T suppose the men sre st work yet,”
he said to the idler. “ Are you not one of-
them? What are you sbout here?”

“No, sir, I'm not one of them,” an-
swered' the boy, a little sullenly, I waits
on Mr. Blake, siv, and I rowed him over,”

“What! is Mr. Blake hero?”

%Yoy, gir. You'll find him where the
work's going on.”

“T haven’t the least desire to find him,”
muttered Conway between his teoth, as he
turned to assist the two ladies ashore

“You see we've been clearing alr eady,”
he said, while they walked up a gentle as-
cent toward the pavilion. “Theso areades
will be very beeutiful, I thmk, when they
are well lighted up,”

“They are very beautiful now,” said

opened among the undergrowth to the right
and left.. “ What exquisite’ views 1—Look,
Mabel, at that one.”

“Ah, how pretty!?” said Mabel; and
she stood still to sdmire the vista that

and giving o panoramic view of the blue
waber, the woodod shore, und the distant
hills,

‘‘But eome this way,” said her escort.
“ Now, here—I mean this to be the scenie
offoct, par excellence, of the evening. Im-
agine that unsightly mass of lumber yonder
transformed into o pavilion all ablaze with
Light; imagine overy treec bordering thie
avenue hung with lamps—archways span-
ning it at intervals; then tell me what you
think of it.”

“T think it will be like fairy—landl”
cried Mabel, clasping her hands; for he had
drawn her into a long, straight svenue,
which led directly from end to end of the
island, and in the middle of which the un-
sightly mass of lumber, that was to be trans-
formed into o pavilion, stood. ~At least he
assured her that it stood there, and that
the effect would be the same if it were ap-
proached on either side, But, from their

stand-point, she could scarcely believe it -
did not end the wista. ‘It would be like

fairy-land,” she repeated. “And, O Mr,
Conway, how could you slander your pa-
vition so? I think it is beantiful—Don't
you, Conslonce?

+ “I think it looks very pr. etty from hare,”
said Constance; “but n mud-ecabin would
do that, T expect. Mr. Conway, are We not
to aco it any nearer?”

“ Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Conway, with
aleugh. “You are to examine it as closely,
and give your opinion of it as frankly, as you
please.—This way, Miss Mabel. Take care
—those trifling fellows have loft a grest
deal of brushwood lying sbout. You had
better take my arm."

Mabel took the arm—she wonld have
been apt to take a scorpion if he had offered
it to her—and before long they made their
appesrance on the open space around the
pavilion, where the wusumal carpentering
sonnds of sawing, planing, snd hammering,
wera going on, and where Mr. Blake stood,
in the midst of the débris, looking very
grim, He touched his hat when he saw the
ladies; but even Mabel's bright smile could
not tempt him to relax his face, Indeed, he
did not look at her at all, but directed h:s

opened before her—a vista lined with green,

attention straight to Philip Conway.,
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e hear you've been giving fresh Orf‘lers,
gir,” he said, “and I find the men consider-
ably bothered sbout them. It unld save
trouble and time, sir,if you would speak tp
me i the first place, for I might be able to
tell you beforehand what can be done and
what cannot.™ .

.~ #T-only gave some directions abont al-
tering . the roof, Mr. Blake,” answered Con-
way, carclessly. “I considered the men
quite capable of doing that; and really, par-

“don me, I did not know that you were in-
" ferested in the matter.” o
' “4Pm fot interested any further than my
business and my duty to Mr. Seyton require
meto be, sir,” returned Mr. Blake, with 1?.-
crezsed stiffness of voice and manner. ]
ovetlook the matter at his request, siry and,
it I dida'tdo ity I don’t think you or anyb‘od?"
olse-would dance here on Miss Mabel’s féte.
#] know it has given you.a deuced deal
| of trouble, and T am very sorry for-it," salfl
the’ other, spologetically. -« But, veally, if
the men will be stupid, and make mis-
takes—" _ : ‘ )
“Tha men don't make mistakes, sir.
Begging your pardon, it's you who change
your mind so fast that you can’t romerncber
what it was last time.” o
u Wel, if 7 will be stupid end 1{lake mis-
takes, ‘then, they heve to be rectified, you
Inow. Now, thot roof—" .

. %Iy @ disgrace to s Ohristian building.
I grant you that, sir, with all my heart.”

~ wT gm afeaid it would disgrace a heathen
one much more deeply.  But at alt events,
it must'come of£” -

#1t ean't come off; siv; that is, if you
want the thing done by the 21st.”
-t Qan't—the mischief!? said -Conway,
beginning to lose patience; and glad that
Mabel and Constance had moved away to
observe the building from another point of
view.  “Thére's no such word as *can't,’
my good friend. It mustbe done.”

© ¢ That's all very fine, sir j buf, when peo-
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. % Hard at work with the weather-board-
ing and flooring, siv. Besides, there’s the .
piazzas to be finished, and every one of -the
posts-to be put in.” ‘

. 4 Qblige me by calling them ecolumns,
Mr. Blake. But you dor’t mean fo tell me
that it is going to take the men until the
21st to do nothing but this?” ,

* Mr. Blake locked at him fixedly.. “If
there's as many obstacles thrown in their
wey a8 havo been, sir, I shall on1¥ be’?urf
prised if they got through in that time, he

answered. )
“(onfound them, énd the pavilion too,
‘then!” said Mr, Conway, and he took him-
gelf off in a very bad humer. .
Ho found plenty of sympathy ready for
him, however, and plenty afindignation, to?.
“Tt is shameful of Mr. Blake” said
‘Mzbel. “Inever thought he would be so
‘mean—and about my ball, to0.” _
“That is certainly an added enormity,”
said Constance, with a laugh.— Mr. f]fm-
way, I am very sorry for you. The pavilion

+ would be so pretty, if only the faults of the

roof could be rectified.”

. 4Tt would be so easy, too," said the ag-
grieved gentleman. *I assure you Inever
meant it to slope in that outrageous faslt.nczn,
and, instead of heing pretty, it wi]]. I.;e rxdxci-
ulous, if it be not altered. Posmv.ely, it
would not take these fellows three days to
do it, and yet that cbstinate o_ld—“
Oonstance held up a warning hand.-

any thing uncomplimentary. He means
well, I am sure; he always does.' Shal} I
go and try my powers of persuasion w:t}:
him? - Perhaps I might bring ldm to ferms.
7 ghould be inestimably obliged ~i.f’you
csn. But I have not much hope.” .
#Neither have I,” said Constance. But,

4 where Mr. Blake still stood, with determina-
tion ih every line of his face.” What- sl_ie
said nobody heard, but sha came back after
& tie with-a very radiant smile.

“TIgshl You must not coll Mr. Blake -

nevertheless, she went toward the place '

.

“ Any thing at"my command,” answered [ ly; “and, please your ragjesty, you shall
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he. “We have been sitting here condoling | certainly hold your court under a decent

with each other on the prospects of the
pavilion, in the most lugubrious fashion im-
aginable, and I assure you that, if you bring
good’ news, you may mame your own re-
ward, besides meriting our most sincere and
lasting gratitude.”-

# Tell us, Qonstance; whatisit?" asked
Mabel, full of concern and anxiety, * Please
don’t keep us waiting.” ‘

“Well, then, My, Blake has finally con-
sented fo the proposed slteration of the
roof, on condition that it iz the last,”

-“T knew it conld be done,” said Con-

way, coolly. “I don’t feel very grateful,
either, for such an ungracious favor. But
you, Miss -Lee, I can hardly say how wmuch
Tam obliged to you.” ” ‘

“Show i, ther, by going and thanking
Mr. Blake, with some cordiality,” she anid.
% He agsured me that it will take very hard
work to get it finished ; and pray describe
the alteration t6 him exactly as yon wish it
done. You owe him that for all hig
trouble.” : o

“No doubt you are right,” he said;
“ you always are, for that matter,”

Then he went to Mr, Blake, who received-
his acknowledgments civilly enough. The
two sistors, meanwhile, strolled away tow-
ard the boat, and there sat down to wait
until he came, Tt was a beautiful spot, for
the verdure of the island rose like a green
wall behind them; the water rippled softly
past at their feet, the fuir prospect of ‘the
shoro, with its wooded slopes and groen
meadow-land lay before them, while Seyton
House rose to the left among its terraces
and gerdens, with the blazing Western sky
behind it, and one faint silver star gleaming
Just above the roof, :

“The sun has been down some time,”

said Constance, after a while. “I wish My,

CUonway would come. We are two ‘good

miles from home.” ) -
“The June twilight is guite long,” said

roof on midsummer night. Miss Lee, let me
asgist you into the boat, Is it toward home
we sre to go? "

“ Hotne, undoubtédly,” said Constance.
*Where else should it be §

“I thonght Seyton House might tempt
you.”

She shook her head.

“Noj take us home. Mamma isanxjons

going on the river.” ‘

*Mamma will know very well where we
are,” said Mabel, eoolly. “Puat the osr
down, Mr. Coaway, and lot us float baek
with the eurrent.”

Mr. Conway was always ready to obey
any suggestion of hers, especially when, a8
in the present csge, it prolonged a very
plensant time; so he quietly took his drip-
ping oar out of the water, and laid it in the.
bottom of the boat. 'Then he sat himgelf
down somewhat at the feet of the two s
ters, and they were all quite silent for a
time, S

The hour was certainty an exquisite one,
and the charm of it entered deeply info the
hearts of two of them at least, Jt wassuch an
evening as only June ever gives us—so gold-
en and serene in its royal wealih of beauty,
The western: sky still burned with the
glow wkich in this month never quite fades
from it all the night long. A crescent moon
waa shining where the crimson and golden,
tints melted into the misty sapphire of the
upper skies, and more than one star had by
this time come forth into sight. The river
looked deep and dark along the shadowed
banks, biit where they glided the surface
still glittered with sunset reflettions, even.
though ll distant objects were now draped
in the soft summer gloaming,

“Mr. Uonway,” gaid Mabel, at last, “ this
Is the $ime, of all others, for music or poe-
try. We have not got the first, but we can
have the last. Repest something to ng—

now, I expect. I did not tell her we were .

ple ‘say * must? in thit sort of style, they
oughttobe nble to provide ways and means.
Now, I think it would puzzle you to do ei-

Mabel, “and~but here he is, now.” something appropriste—end let Constance
> Y . Bhe turned as she spoke, and there he judge of your elooution.”

: ” ied, as Uonway rosa to megh . , e . : Jueg you oution.. :

Anewsl'i'“ Isgigf‘?epésitivew say. that I have . was, indeed, bresking with quick steps:|  He looked up at her with a quick light.
her. through the brushwood to their side, in his eyes. Her allusion to Qonstance had

i '+ but what. will: you give me  brust .
l'a‘;lly,!:::]::::?’Er'ml" . L T . “The matter is all settled,” he said, gay- | passod unheard. Al his good resolutions'
mrL . . s ’ |

“What will you give ma for good

ther. - - o o
- I 'the devil's name, where is the diffi-
pulty? - What are the men efter now p

(R R s B o S i g




66

suddenly bhecame as nothing, They fwo
were slonein the world at that moment,
and would have been &ll the same if a hun-
dred people, instead of one, had been pros-
ent. '

S Ligten, then,” he sald, and he began
that most beautiful of all Browning's minor
poems—the matchless “In a Gondola”

- Neither of the sisters had ever heard it be-
{ore, 28 fow of us ever chance to hear any
thing—heard it interpreted with all t* nas-
sion and tenderness that can fill.a h. 1en
heart, for he rendered it with all the expres-
sion that told one at least of them liow en-
tirely the apirit of the poem had entered
iito the man, and the man into the poem,
until they two seemed but one—until it was
not the ill-fated Venetian lover, but Philip
Conway’s sclf, who spoke, i the flow of

. perfeot verse, his loye and hope. They sat

-~ pilently listening, while the dusk deepened
round them, while the boat swept steadily
on with the broad, majestic current, and,

" after a time, the lights of Ayre gleamed into
sight, like distant stars, just as the end

come, and CQonway’s voice, vibrating with
marvellous tenderness and triumphant scorn,
with proud daring and prouder resignation,
spoke tho closing words: -
w1t was ordained o be o, Bweet—and best
QComes now, beneath thine eyes, and on thy breast.
il kiss me!  Care not for the cowards} Care
. Only to put aside thy beanteous halr
My blood will hurt! The Three I do not scorn
o death, because they never lived: but I
' Havo. lived indeed, and eo—(yet ome more kiss)w-can
giel™™
. After his voiee sank on the last cadence,
thero waos profound stillness. They could
not see each other's face, and nobody spoke
until he guided the boat ashore and touched
.land at the foot of Mra. Lee’s garden.

——i

CHAPTER XIT.

ON THE WING.

“ Bo ﬂll»ﬁ days went by, lengthening into

.weeks, until -the 21st of June was mear:

at-hand. The pavilion had been finished
in good fime, and the preparations for the

of a sudden Conwsay seemed to loze both
spirit and interest in the matter. He siill
worked .as zealously a8 ever, superintended
the decoration of the island, helped Mahel
to fil out her st of invitations, and made-
himself useful and obliging in a good many
different ways. But the snimation, the
personal zest, as it were, seomed to have
deserted him; and one day he clectrified
the two Lee sisters by saying +hat he
thought it doubtful whether he could re-
main for the ball, or whether midsummer
night would not find him distant by many
miles from Seyton and Ayre, The conster-
nation which ensued was very greaf, and
they asked ab once why he had arrived at
such g resolution. He was reticent, and by
no means satisfactory for some time; but
at last he said frankly that he saw no good
in staying any longer. .
“Yon ses,” be went on, Jooking not .at
Mabel, but at Constance, “ there are several
reasons why I think I ought to go. For cne
thing, my mother i quite alone in Paris;
and for ‘another—well, for another, I think
the limit of any reasonable visit has by this
time expired.” ' - :
“Put Mr. Seytom,” cried Constance,
eagerly, “Has he soid nothing? Will he-
allow you to go without—without declaring
his intentions concerning you? "

The young man threw back his head &

Somehow, of late, any mention of the heir-
ahip had seemed to annoy him.

“My uncle only invited me to pay him
s visit,” he said, with a very unupnal smount
of dignity. * Of course we both knew what

luded to the question of inheritance, and I
don’t think he ever wilk I dem't think,
either, that I have the shadow of a chance.
Of course, there will be no certainty—can
be no certainty—for soma time ; but I fancy
Oyril has won. the race by several lengths.”

“J think you gre mistaken,” Constance
| began, but he interrupted her quickly.

«J have the best possible reason for be-
ing sure that I am not mistaken ; and, after

life amazingly, while I shonld probibly

‘ball were inangurated in due state; but all

9

*
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never do more than barely enduze it,

little haughtily, in & way peculiar to him.

that moant; but he bas.never divectly al-

all, it may be best so. Cyril will enjoy the -

. OR THE WING, ‘o

‘Botter fifty years of Burope,
Than & eycle of Cathay,

Yor Cathay read Seyton.
cal at least.—Am I not, Miss Mabel 2

Mabel looked up at this appeal, but it

wag with very tronbled eyes, and a mounth
glightly quivering, despite the faint smile
she forced,

“I wish you were less philosophioal,”
she said. ‘I wish very much you would
remain ab Cathay, ot least until after the
ball. It will not scom like the ball if yon
go away,”

“You will have Mr. Harding in my
place,” .

“Do you think Mr, Harding can ill your
place?” - ‘

“Why, not? " asked he, a little bitterly.
“The heir of Seyton House is the heir of
Seyton House, you know, whatever his
other name may be.”

“Don’t mind him, Mabel, o is becom-
ing eynical by way of variety,” Constance
langhed. But Mabel did mind him. She
gave ome glanco-of reproach, then turned
without a word and left the room.

Stricken by remorse, Conway followed
to make his peace, and in rotifieation there-
of was forced to promise that he would
certainly defer his departure until after the
ball; but even Mabel saw that his intention
was firm fo go then, and that persuasion
would have been useless, if she had had a
mind to {ry it. ’

“Weo will leave together,” he said to
Ainslie that same day. “I will go with
you down to Oharleston, and, taking passage
thence to New York, I can time my move-
ments exactly, so as to leave in the Arago.
which sails for Havre on the 10th.” ’

“You gre determined to go, then?”
Ainglie asked, looking at him with some sur-
prive, “IfI were you, Phil, T would think
twice about it. Remember you are leaving
the field entirely in the hands of your rival.”

“What difference does that-make?" re.
tarned the other, shortly,  “ My undle is
not such & weak fool 85 to bo influenced by
tha nearest person about him, He has seen
enough of both of us to make up his mind
in the matter ; and staying here will neither.

I am philosophi-

is an undignified position, and one I don’t
faney.”
~ They were smoking together on the ter

race, walehing the sun go down over the
distant mountaing, and Ainslie blew a per-
fect cloud before he spoke again; then he
knocked the ashes from his cigar, and seid,
significantly:

“ How about Miss Leo?"

Simple as the question was, it brought a
cloud over Jonway’s face such as had dark- .
engd it once before at sound of the same

- nane,

* Nothing about her,” he answered, even
more shortly than a moment back.

“Come, come, Phil, don’t take that tone
to me,” said the other, good-humotredly.
“ What is the good of being churlish over
the loss of your pretty plaything? Haven't
You made up your mind yet that ‘Hghily
won and lightly lost* is to be your mbtto,
now as ever?”? ;

“I have made up my mind thet I wish
Seyton and all its belongings were in the
depths of the Ayre,” answered Conway,
with an unmistakable emphasis of sincerity.
“I wonder wlty I was such a fool as to come
here? Imight have known that harm of
gome sort would be the upshot. I never
was fortunate in my life. But you know
this would be suicidal, Ralph.”
“This—what?" asked the other, still
smiling, “I never expected to see you take
any thing so aw tregigus. - What ig the
matter? A plessant flirtation, a good-by,
& heartache or two on each side, perhaps,
end then—forgetfulness, Is that a matter
to be regrettedt :
“Not from your stand-point, perhaps,”
returned Conway, a little ungratefally, «I
see as plainly as you do how it must end,”
he went on, tossing his cigar far out into
the river; * but the eonsolation of that and- -
ing is what I don't see, just at present.
However, I.don't mean to pui a climax on
my folly, if that is eny palliation of the folly
already achieved. In my presemt position,
sans profession, sons fortune, sana expecta-
tions, sams overy thing, bt debt and trouble, .
I could not think of Venus horself, unleks
she brought o handsome 4ot with her, So

help nor hinder hia resolation, Besides, it

T have made np my mind to.go.”




- . mo-more profound horror of the Conway na-
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“Perhaps it is best,” ‘said his friend,
musingly. “If your chances here are good,

also Waﬁted to put him forever out of Ma-
bels path of life. He had not seen any pos-

absence won't hurt them ; and for the vest | sibility of reconciling these two things, un-

—chs sayd surd, you know."”

80 it was settled, and that night Conway
sunounced his intended departare to his nn-
ole. Mr. Seyton reecived the news very
quietly, and made little or no demur,_bemg,
indeed, exoeodingly glad of the intelligence.
‘Of late he had Dbeen growing more and
more  unessy concerning Mabel's- evident
predilection for his black sheep of a neph-

‘ til the young man himself came forward
with the mode.

“¥ am going back to Europe,” he said;

and eagerly, almest joyfully, Mr. Seyton
bade him go. He was young, he could af-
ford to waif, thought the elder man; he
could afford to remain in ignorance of the
good fortune awaiting him—it would be all
the more plessant when it came, and, mean-

ew ; and had wavered' toward the Harding | while, Mabel wonld marry somebody else,

gide more on that account than on any other
whatever, He felt sure that, if the peouni-
sry obstacle wers removed, the course of
true love would be very apt to run smooth
0.8 matrimonial conclusion, let friends and
‘commpn-sense. say what they chose, And,
dearly s he loved Mabel, he would almost
g:,a,tﬂlez have seen her in her coffin than seen
her Philip Conway’s wife. Blake himself
'bdﬁ:no,deeper Gistrust of the Conway blood,

ture, than had Mr, Seyton, when the mat-
tor was brought home to him, It was won-
derful how he veered round to the Harding
intereat during these days of apxiety, a.nd
how secure he felt in the pragmetie stupid-
ity and formal piety of the man for whom
be had hitherto entertained such s disgust.
Now all that was changed ; and for some
_ time the heirship of Seyton House hung on
) mgi‘é;;ofathread, than it had ever done be-
fbl,‘e, or was ever destined to do again. But
ho kept his own ecounsel, and, save by
shrewd gurmises, nobody knew this, though-
everybody saw plainly enough his deep and
manifest anxiety gbout Mabel, It was the
perception of this anxiety, and of his uncle’s
'grqwihg soolness toward him, that deter
_ mined, Conway on departure,
4T was a fool to-come,” he thought,
alzga:ir‘l;_-and; sgain. . “I might have known
that there. wes no such thing as luck for
me.”. Yet, if he'had onty known-it, he was
gerving his interests better by, going than if
he hed. remained until doomsday—for, by
t.h.i:s, ﬁxgan,s,_ he geveMr. Seyton the only clew
" out of his-difeulty, the only means of com-
promising. with two conflicting desires. He
wanted to make Conway. his heir, and he
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and: he safely out of the way of danger.

" HTt will be all right when he comes

back,” thought this simple-hearted gentle-
man, 68 he stood that night by his chamber-
window, and looked out to a spot where,
beyond the luxuriant bloom of the garden,
white shafts and garlanded erosses gleamed -
in the silver moonlight, It was the burial-
ground of the family—the ground where
every Sayton had been laid, since the first
of the name wuos placed to rest under the
goil of the New World; and it spoke well
for this man’s brave, steadfast faith, and °

quiet, stainless life, that the thonght that he

would be sleeping there when the time of

which he spoke came round, cost him not a
sigh, On the contrary, he smiled, and pay-
ing, “It will be all right then,” turned
away full of content, ‘

full of the approaching féte, Alnslio shub
himself up in his studic, and gave the fin-
ishing touches to the portrait, which for
some time had been needing oaly these fin-
ishing touches {o complete it. Then, on
the morning of midsummer-day, he took Mr,
Beyton in and showed it to him. Ifit had
been beautiful before in its crude, half-fin-
ished state, it was something much more
than beautiful now. It was a picture such
as we seldom see from the hand of an unin-
gpired artiet, from one who has none of the
grand impulses of faith, or the tender graces
of devotion stirring in his heart; but who
works out his conception merely according
to the earth, earthy. There was about it

an exquisite spiritnality, and an almost di-

vine loveliness, which could only be likened
o “the lamp-of naphtha in the alabaster

On the 20th, while everybody else wag

. kindness,
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vase, glowing with fragrant odors, but shin-
ing only throngh the purest vessels.” The
exegution was perfect—so perfect that the
eye, taking in only result, hardly nofed the
fiuish of detail which gave the result. Ifa
fault was: pereeptible, it lay in the two evi-
dent signs of long and potient labor, and the
“bits ™ here and there, showing that they
had ‘been toiled over stroke upon stroke,
until the artist himself was satisfied. The
fleecy clouds seemed melting into the deep
sapphire sky, which was rather to be fulz
than’ seen behind them; and the folds of the
blue drapery floated cut, half filled with air,
more like the drapefy in that exquisite
“Terza di Notte™ of Raphael, than any
.thing else. No one who has ever seen that
pictare wjll forget the buoyancy of the fig-
ure, or the matehless grace with which the
folds of the mantle envelop it, as it floats
in mid air; and, almost unconscidusly; Aing-
lie had embodied muck of the same spirit,
save that here there was more repose. The
clasped hands, the head slightly bent, the
whole pose of the picture, was fall of quist
and sadness, end, now that it was finished,
the indosoribable pathos which pervaded it
Was gven more perceptible than before,

Despite this, however, Mr, Seyton seemed
fully satisfied, and was eager in admiration
and praise.

It iy exquisite | " ho said, “Bimply as
a picture, it would. be an invaluable [ossos-
sionn, Mr. Ainslie; but, as a likenoss of Ma-
bel, it is worth more than its weight in dia-
monds to me! The only trouble now is, that
I cannot possibly thank you enough for it,”

“You-have thanked me too much al-
ready, my dear sir,” said Ainshe. “I gm
only very happy if my dabbling in'eolors has
engbled me to requite in some mort your
Once more you must let me
thenk you for it, and repeat how pleasant
my visit has been, for I regret to'say that it
drews to & close.”. -

“Yon are really going, then? In that
case I.am half sorry the portrait is finjshed.
But what 'is your haste? I have often
hedrd you say your time is your ow, and,
if you persist in:leaving, I shall think that
Seyton has began to weary you.”

said Ainslie, * Seyton would not wearymea
if I remained a dozen yesrsy but I received
@ letter from Chkarleston, some days ‘ago,
which I ought to have answered in person,
and at once. I could mot prevail npon my-
self to leave before the ball, however, so re-
mained in defisnce of business. But I must
go to-motrow, or next day gt farthest.”

~ “Well,” sald Mr. Seyton, with a sigh, -
“if you must, you must,- But the prevept;
which bids one speed the parting guest, has
always been the hardest of all to mg, espe-
cially if that guest was a friend as valned
and intimate as you must sllow me to eons
sider yourself,” ’
“I hopeI am suffictently grateful for the
compliment, my dear sir.”
“Yon will go? :
“I regret to say that I have no option
but to do s0.”
**I shall miss you sadly—you and Philip
both,” said Mr. Seyton, but he was too woll -
bred to press the matter farther, and he |
consoled himself for his coming desolation
by ealling in two or three of the Bervants,
and having the pictare hung in the library,
Just opposite his favorite geat. There was
considerable difficulty about the light and
the position, and all that sort of thing; bub
at last it was adjusted to his satisfaction,
and he sat down opposite the mate shadesw
of his darling. “¥t Jooks like the dther Ma:
bel, as I saw her-last,” he said to himself i
end after that he stayed there quiet and an:
moving for geveral hours. .
Meanwhils, thers was groat and unusual
commotion among all the young people of
Ayro. . They were not young people who
wero at all seasoned to dissipation— g
few picnics, and a quiet Jance or two; com-
prising, as a genoral thing, their sooial ex-
eltement the year round, ' 8o the prospect
of a real and undoubted ball, on quite &
grand and rather & novel scals, had: elated
them in high degree. It made no difference
whatever thet the weather was georahing,
and’ that old ‘people, and people who, not
being de notre elasse, lind not besn invited,

declared that dancing would prove simply
unendurable, for ‘they found their forebod-
ings laughed to soorn. It would have taken

“You could not do me greater infustice,”

& more than Afriean degroe of heat to damp
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tha gpirit of Terpsichore which wis éver
bubbling up in the breasts of these gay,
frosh country meidens, who bad not yet
lsarned to despise every thing save the Ger-
man, and vote oven that only tolerable
with an entertaining pariner.

A 'partner! " cried Miss Nina Eston,
when 'a langnid, oity-spoiled young lady
suggested this new view of things.
& good partner, of course; but, my dear
child, T would dance with a stick, to be

dancing.”

- And this was not only the theory, but
also the practice, of all the demoiseltes of
.Bo, as “sticks” abounded there, as

Ayre.

well as" elsewhere, wall-flowers were conse-
quently next thing fo wnknown., This line
of libersl sentiment gave animation and zest
to the small gssemblies: with which Ayre
oceamonally amused itself, and mode them
such ‘ploiisant scenes that the veriest bigot
who ever declaimed egainst *the sin of
ghuffling the fect” might have been con-
verted; if he had watched for one half-hour
those bright faces and graceful forms, a9
they moved through the quadrilles, or tried
a quiet polka or two, But, as it chaneed,
such bigots were rare in Ayre; and even
‘the two Misses Phifer, who repregented as
much of the element as was afloat, had
pledged the attendance of their Roman

. noses at Mr. Seyton’s féte. '
Great were the preparations of this day,
. theréfore, and poor Constance (who was &
véry popular referee in matters of costume)
- reslly thonght that it would never come to
" an end, ‘and night fairly close over them.
. It closed at last, and the impoitant busi-
ness of dressing began. I was & business
which cleared Mrs, Lee’s houge very speedily
of 21l save its regular occcupants, end left
only a permanent thunder-cloud in the per-
gon of Mr. Nowell. He was what Mabel
edlled * boiling with ill-humor,” on account
of the 'ball, and had utterly refused to go to
it. ' But'still he haunted the house ail day,
and made himgelf particularly dissgreeable.
_ After tea, Mabel wentup-stairs to array her-
- gelf; but, before doingso, gave hini his orders.
 Yon ure not to leave until I eomo down

and show myself to you,” she said; and,

MABEL LEE.

not find it in his heait to disobey. Poor
féllow! be was not the kind of man whose
love‘troubles meet with much sympathy
from the outside world—rarely even with
much encouragement from their objeet—yet
they were none the less sincere for that.
They made him moody snd bitter, they en-
raged him against himself and his own folly,
they even rendered him harsh and disagree-
able to the woman he weuld have died to
serve; but they wero, perhaps, the most
real thing about a nature which was intense
in its reality. Once for all, it may Do as
well tb say here that Francis Nowell loved
Mabel Lee as it is the fortune of few women
on this earth of ours to be loved; and that
he could not remember a single day, sinee
her ¢hildhood, when he had not loved her
in-this absorbing fashion, She embodied
every thing that was tender and soft in his
nature and conception, for, boyond that, he
was & man whose sentiments toward the
world were, at best, those of simple indiffer-
ence. Mother or sisters he had none. Con-
stance he liked, in 4 certain cold way of his
own ; and for his aunt he entertained a pro-
found contempt. But Mabel hdd twined
herself into the inmost recess of his heart,
and remained there, without ohange or
shadow of turning, to his dying day.

Laft alonenow, he walked restlessly abont
thae lttle sitting-voom, where tokens of her
met his eye on every aide, and tokens, too,
of this ‘new life which was estranging her
feom him, There lay some fragments of her
dress—the dress over which Constance had
toiled so lovingly and patiently: there a rib-
bon that had dropped from ber hair; there
the gloves she had trimmned with lace, end
forgotten to take up-stairs; and there, close
beside them, for she had read it in the inter-
vals of sewing, & volume of Browning, open
on the last page of “In & Gondola,” He
did not know, of course, the association
connected with this; but still he eyed it
disapprovingly, and, after glancing at the
closing verses, had jusi laid it down with a
muttered ¥ Stuff! ” when there came a ras-

ghaira.
upon him through the open dogr.

chafed nnd vexed though he was, he could

N
L

.+very charming, Mabel? I wonder if you

" 88 much 28 your own is turned § 7

tle of drapery, end a light footstep on'the
The next moment she flashed-in

And ‘how beantiful she was! -I}o‘n}g‘ .
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years afterward, in the sternness and gray- | even with Franeis.

So she only looked up

ness of his age, his heart-warmed into life | at him with a smile—that came back to him

whenever he rocalled her as she,stood be-
fore him that night in the ful! flush of her
youth and beauty. She was dressed in
. white ganze, of the most alry and web-like
texture, embroidered with a silver osk-leaf-
and-acorn device, the full, sweeping skirt
falling in & train behind, but short enough
in front to uncover the dainty, slippered
i_'get. Her rich golden hair was arranged
in loose curls that hung guite to her waist
behind, while & chaplet of pearls, which
had heen Mr. Seyton's gift that day, bound
them back from the brow in front, but they
fell over the bare shoulders-and arms like
rippling masses of sunlight; and the effect
was so dagzling, that she seemed to bring a
glory into tha room with her, No detail
of the costume wag careless or lacking ; and,
ag she stood looking at her cousin, full of
Hiighing pride and conscious loveliness, he
could scarcely, for once, forbear the utter-
ance of his admiration, He did forbear,
though it was hard for him $o do so. e
gwallowed down the words of praise that
rose to his lips, and spoke after » while in
quite his usnal fashion:
“T suppose you think you are lookmg

will turn anybody clse’s head to-night half

*8o you,don’t think T am looking charm-
ing?™

I think I have seen you look guite as
wall often before; and, indeed, to my mind,
a great deal better »

“In a ealico, or something of that sort,
perbapst”

“Yes; in a ealico, or something of that
sort, If it was neatly miade, and modestly
put on,”

Mabel flushed suddenly. It was right
hard to meet such a reception, and be
grected by such censure, when she had come
down full of Lier. happiness. and pleasure ;
and, for one instant, & sharp retort—if any
ratort of hers could possibly have been
sharp—rose to her lips. But the gentlendss

afterward, many a time, and pierced more
sharply than g sword-stroke—saying ;

"I see you mean to put me out of hu-
mor; but that is ever beyond your power
to-night., I would not quarrel with the
most provoking person in the world—which
you are not, yet a while, I eame down to
be admired ; and, if you will not admire me,
I suppose I must be resigned, But I have
a favor to ask of you, Please think better
of your.resolution, and come to my ball.”

She spoke very pleadingly ; but the mere
 mention of the ball was as wormwood to
him, and he answered, sharply enough:

“I never think better of my resolutions,
Mabel. Tt is impossible, I shall be very
busy to-night, and, besides, I should not be
likely to contribute to your enjoyment.”.
“That depends entirely wpon yourself,
You could contribute to it very much if
you would.”

“Pretty spoeches are not neeessary be-
tween us, Mabel.”

“I am not making pretty speeches,” she
said, a Little indignantly, % What is the
‘matter with you to-night? You are even
more dis—cross than usnal.”

‘ #Then I would be oven less hkely to
prove & weolcome addition to your ball com-
pany.” )

“I only wish I could persnasde you to
come in character, 2s Diogenes, or Timon
of Athens. Everybody would bo sure to
say, ‘ How appropriate! "

. “That would bevery kind of everybody :
but I shall not afford them the gratifioa-
-tion.” ) ;
“You positively will not come?» -

“T havo already answered that questmﬁ,
Mabhel,”

“Well,” snid Mabel, who folt herqelf
strangely rebuffed “ as you please, of course.
But I am sare I would do 25 much o give
you pleasure, If it were your féte, Row—
but, then, there’s no good in telking. You
say you will not coma?? -

She looked at him as she uttered the lsst

of her ustare provailed now, as ever, SHho wordg, and nobody, save himself, knew how

thought better of it before it was gpoken; | nearly he had yielded,

- She seemed so

and; besides, she was too ha.ppy to be eross | pained, and was so Jovely, that his heart
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suddenly smote him. It was, as she suid,
her féte, and, when every one else was at
. her feet, he' a}one thwarted and vexed her.
In another moment he might have agreed to .
. go, had not 2 sudden interruption come—
- steps woro heard sdvancing along the gar-
en-pahl;, oices and langhter sounded quite
near. Mabel finshed up with warm delight,
and Nowell drew back into his shell, cold
and hard as ever, ‘when the glass door lead-
ing into the garden opened, and a brilliant
group entered. It was Mr. Seyton and his
three guests, in full evening -costume, énd
" they made s very imposing appearance,
- even though the dress suited Mr. Harding
about as well as it would have suited an un-
dortaker.  He looked singularly out of
place; and singularly out of humor, toe, 50
that his face was & very good foil to the
brightneés of the three other faces, as they
eam& in together.

Perhaps, if the truth had been known,
their moods were not much more tuned to
‘eénjoyment than his; but they were all
three, in their different ways, men of the
world, and had at command the lip-deep
gifiles that Society (which caves not a jot
whether the heart be gay or breaking) de-
mands from all her votaries, Mr. Harlling
hiad infinitely less of the conventional power
of gelf-contrel about him; and . then his
grievance was the most res} of all, The
' Iattor should be taken into consideration;
for, let people talk as they will of sentimen-
tal grievances being as bad. or worse than

veal ones, they have, abt least, the merit of

" being more easily concealed and put sside.
A man may smile when the woman he loves
has just told him that he is nothing to her
windeed, it sometimes affords him a great
deal of gloomy satisfootion to do so—but he
wmmst possess rare facial muacles if he cen
smile when bankruptey is hanging over his
head, or when Poverty grivs ot him from an

- empty larder. .
My, Harding’s trouble was not guite so

real as this, but still it was not a light one;

~ for on that day he had heard, from his un-
cle’s own lips; that all his hopes of the Sey-

" ton inheritance were at an end. -
- “E4ell you this, because I think it is

gaid, after his resolution was declared as
kindly and gently es possible. “It would
be wrong to- et you cherish expectation
which my death would only dissppoint. I
have not told Philip yet, and do not intend
to tell him. But you are different, I felt
it a duty to let you know. When I die, you
will find that I have remembered you in the
little which is mine to give; but Philip is
the natural heir. Adela is older than your
mother, ond it seems his right.”

“T only hope you nay never regret it,
sir,” wag all that Mr. Harding replied, for

but it would be hard to sey how bitterly re-
sentful Le felt at heart.

. This bitterness and. resentment were
still very evident in his face and manmer—
for brooding over his wrongs had only
strengthened his conviction of them—and

ghine when he entered Mrs. Lee's sitting-
room, and saw the young queen of the even~
ing,.in her white  gauzo dress and shim-
mering pearls, It is mot too much to say
that he fairly hated her, as she stood before
him all flugshed and radient, looking more
like o shining perd, than the sad Madonna
Ainslie had painted. In his heart, he firm-
ly believed that she was the ciuse of his
uncle’s decision in favor of Conway. He
thought, as o more keen-sighted person
might have been pardoned for thinking,
that it was simply on. account of the fon-
dresse existing between those two, that Mr.
Seyton had bestowed the .inheritance (as
Ayre had said, from the first, he meant to
bestow it) on the chome of his god(laugh-
ter.

© “He has played hlS cards better than I
have,” thought Mr. Harding, bitterly, as he
watched the light on Mabel’s face, while
ghe stood talking to his cousin, a little spart
from the rest—for Mrz. Lee and Oonstance
had appeared by this time—and felf all the
humiliation as well as the sting of :defeat.
“He¢ has played his cards better thsn I
have, for it is very plain that all my uncle’s
talk sbout the eldest and: the right, and the

because of her baby face and baby. Iikmg

right you should know it,” Mr. Seyton had

he had some dignity in his own fashion; -

made his presence any thing but one of sun-

_you would think betfer of it.

natural heir, méans simply thés/ @ It. "ia all ‘

that he'is chosen. He saw it froni the ‘,ﬁ»tst; o
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and now-~it i3 enongh to make a man curse
them both!™ .
To this mildly Christian soliloquy, Mr.,
Nowell’s face was an admirable aceompa-
niment, and their moods appeared so much
like two instruments “sweetly played in
tune,” that it- almost seemed as if they
might have found comfort in mutual com-
panionship. Instead of that, they scarcely
noticed each other, but stood separately
aloof, and from their different positions re-
garded the interchange of compliments and
greetings going om, very much as Diogenes
gy have regarded all the glittering bravery
and royal pomp of Alexander, when he cast
his kingly shadow down upon the eynie’s tub,

It was growing late, however, as the
hands of the clock over the mantel testified ;
and Mr. Seyton declared at last that they
must start.

“ It would be bad if our guests hegan to
arrive, and there was no one to receive
them,” he said, So then a universal shawl
ing took place, and they all sef forth. Ma-
bel was the last to leave the room; and, as
she was going out on Philip Conway’s arm,
she turned back a moment and held ont her
hand to Mr, Nowell,

“ Good-night, Francis,” she said, Lsoftly,‘
for, elthough 1t-was his own fault, she felt
sorry that he had no part in their pleasure,
bat was left behind in this way; I wish
Won’t you
come—even now ¢ "

“Impossible,”| he answered, ooldly. “I-
have told you before that I am busy. Good-
might. T hope you will enjoy. yourself.”

“1 would enjoy myself more if you were
with us,” she said, gazing at him wistfully,
But, secing how hard and immovable he
looked she uttered another soft good-night,
and went away.

He watched the last gleam of her dress
down the garden-path to where.the boat lay;
and then he turned moodily from the honse.
His heart was heavy cnough as he. went
down the street toward his dreary office,
but it would have been heavier still if he
could have even faintly imagined how and
where he was noxt tosee that. face, whosa
eyes had juss looked at him so wistfully and

B
CHAPTER XIII
_MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S DREAM, ’

Turmr or four hours later, the ball was
in full progress, and the island gleamed
from end to end with lamps of many colors,
shmmg out everywhere among the deep foli- -
age, and making an-effect which is 80 beau-
tiful that, common gs it is, we never weary
of it. The reflections of the illuminations
were thrown far out on the river, and the
ekiffy that were constantly darting to and
fro threw up showers of water that glittered
like gold and dismonds. The banks were
quite fringed with these boats, and crowds
of servants loitered about admiring the fairy-
like scene, and enjoying the gala-sir of the
occasion as much as, or perhaps a little more
than, their betters, From the Potomao to
the Rio Grande there was no picture in
those days withont these ebony accessories;
and 2 ball would scareely have seemed s
ball if the eager black faces had not péered
in at windows and doors, full of admiration
and delight. Bometimes this admiration
and delight shamed the apathy of those who
were more directly engaged in the festivi-
ties ; but it was not so on this ocension, for
there never was 2 greater sucoess.in a social
way than Mabel's midsummer-night's ball.
Out of the many invitations issned, there
had hardly been one *regret”. returned;
and nambers of people were thers, who had
driven from the other end of the county, a
distance of some twenty or thirty miles, to
participate in the sight-secing.
Up and down the salleys and arcades,
that hed eost Philip Conway so much tron-
ble, wandered the brightly-dressed groups,
and there was not a nhook on the island,
that had not echoed their gay voiaes and
merry laughter,
. Necessarily Mirth erocted his chief throne
in the pavilion, but the erowd was very
excessive there, and, by way of relief, the
eool woodland paths were very pleasant,
8o, &l30, was the circular piazza, from which
an excellent: view could be obtained of the
interior, with its brilliant. and. shifting

vmnly.

throng. A;most any ballroom is a prefty -
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gight; for the massing of the figures, the
constant picturesque combinations which
they form, the unconscious harmony with
the rise and swell of music, that tones down
almost any movements to grace, the brightly-
lit faces, the *dencers damcing in tane,”
snd the cadenced rhythm of “flute, violin,
and bassoon,” sll conspire to make up the
- delight of the eye in no.ordinary degres.
But this ballrobm seemed, to its partial
lookers-on, wellnigh the'prettiest they had
over seen.

Through the length and breadth of the
State, Ayre was renoivned for its: pretty
Wonien, and never had they better sustained
.their reputation than on this night. Look-
ing through oneof the broad windowson
the dancing-room, it was a perfect “rose-
bud garden of girls” which charmed the
glance, a8 they circled in .and out of the
time-honored and time-worn guadrille fig-
ares; or threw themselves body and soul
into the old-fashioned waltz, than which
nothing more graceful, noihing more de-
lightfal, has ever been, or ever will be,
invented,: The girl of the period had not
yet arrived, bringing along with her the

dance of the period; and, when the band.

struck up one of the sweet old Strauss
waltzes, eyes brightened and lips smiled as
gayly as they brighten and smile now over
the last galop from “ La Grande Duchesse,”
or ¥ La Belle Héléne.”

#Don’t lat me keop you, Frank,” said
Qonstance, turning to & young man who
stood  with her near one of the windows,
where ﬁhey could foel the eool might air,
and enjoy the snimated scene at the same
time. “I know you want to be dancing.
Pray go.”

* The person thus addressed_s. young col-
leglan, who quite unconsciously kept time
torthe music with his foot, and whose hand-
gome face, ‘“benesth its garniture of curly
gold,” proved hisnear relationship to the sec-
ond hest beauty in the room, 1. o, Miss Nina
Tston, of musical fame—looked round with
o smile,

S g0, oartamly, Miss Constance,” he
answered, “if you will go too, but mot
otherwige.” Bhall wo take o turn? It looks

pleasant, I am sure.”

4Tt looks extremely pleasant,” Con-
stance replied ; “and that is why I bid you
go and find a partner. I believe I don't
care to take a turn—walizing is much too
warm work for to-night. But I see that you
ean hardly keep still, so take yourself off at
onece.”

“And leave you alome?” asked le,
plainly anxious to cbey, and yet fearful of
transgressing les bienséances too far, in so
doing.

#'What does it matter about leaving me
alone?’ said she, laughing, “But here is

Mr, Seyton, 0 now you need not hesitate, -

Do go. I want to see what new steps you
have learned at the university.”

“Wa don't learn steps at the univer-
sity,” -said he, shrugging his shoulders.
“ And, Desides—I don't see any avsilable
partner.”

“Yonder is Maggie Bradford.”

«T don't care to ask Miss Maggie.”

“Why not! She is 2 very good waltz-
ar”

“Yes,” answered he, g little hesitating-

ly: and then after a moment his grievance

came out. “I was engaged to her for the
last waltz, and she snubbed me in the cool-
esf manner posmble, to give it to that—" he
paused, glanced at Mr. Seyton, and coneluded
his sentence in & manner plainly different
from what he had intended—‘that Mr.
Conway.” «

Congtance langhed.

“Well, yonder is Mabel,” she said,
¢ (Go.and make her snub Mr. Conway for
your benefit. That will be only fair, I am
gure.”

" «Tt would be only fair, but how am T to

do it?”

"« Agif you need to ssk me! Claim the

right of friendship, of course; snd he as

plaintive as possible. Tell her you have
not danced with her to-night, and that youn
must have ome waltz at least for auld ae-
quaintence’ sake. - Add, aleo, thet you may
be in Asip, Africa, or Oceanica, on her nex{

Jéte-day, and I hardly think she will refase

you."

The young raan laughed, and wont off

right willingly. Constancé and Mr. Seyton

watched him as he crossed the room, dex- -
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d;érously avoiding collision with several
waltzing couples, and. gained an alcove
where Mabel stood surrounded by several
gentlomen, of whom Conway was one. As
Eston drew nenr, she laid her hand on the
arm of the latter, and was on the point of
turning awsy, but the young collegian

. stopped her, and an animated diseussion:

ensued.

“I have no 1dea that Frank will sue-
ceed,” saild Mr. Seyton, regarding the scene
with very manifest anxiety; but Constance
smiled, and sngwered that she thought he
would, The result proved her opinion
right. After a moment they saw Conway
fall back with only tolerable grace, and the
next instant Mabel’s white dress floated by
them, and Frank Eston nodded triumphant-
1y over his shoulder, as he bore his prize
round and round in that swiff, delicious
whirl which sets the blood dancing and the
whole frame tingling like nothmg else in
the world.

Undoubtedly, there were many fair wom-
en preseitt that night—women with all the
beauty of face and form and all the name-
less fascination of voice and manner which
have mads their land famous—but fairest far

among them all was the young belle of the’

ovening. Tt seemed as if 'an aceession of
loveliness had come to Mabel like an in-
spiration that night, and astonished even
the people who had known and admired
her all her life, It was not the mere ad-
vantage of costume, or the besuty, but it
was something deeper, richer, rarer than
any of these, which shed over her a glory
next to divine. The girl was dead, the
woman had waked to life, and the change
startled even her own sister,

“She looks as if she were enchanfed,”
Constance had said, almost unconscionsly,
yet in her unconsciousness she struck home
to the truth. Enchanied!  That was the
golution, That was the key to all this new
aﬂ}uem:e of beauty, this &nzzﬁng _tra.nsﬁgura—
tion of the familiar face till it seemed unfa-
miliar, The dewy lustre of the eyes, the
smile that rested like sunshine on the sweet
rose lips, the whole expression was changed
and glorified inte something that the fiir;
serene features had never known hefore—

[

 gomething, too, that had a certain pathos of

its own, and touched into sadness more than
one among those who ‘were old enough to
bave seen many such bright dawns darken be-
fore noondey into clouds and tempest. Ma-
bel herself was conscious that it was an un-
natural excitement whick filled her veins like
a subtle elizir, but she yielded willingly to
the spell, and shut her eyes to every thing
save the passing hour.

“I mesn to think .of nothing but to-
night,” she said td tierself, and for once this
resolution—a resolution very hard to carry
out—was faithfully falfilled, She thought of
nothing but the night-—not of the morrow
with its farewell, and still less of the long,
blank morrows that were to come affer—
and, thus fecling, possessed once ob least
that hoard of fairy gold which is far more
bright and far more pr?emus than all the
currency of earth, Ah! who has not been
thralled by its magioal glitter, its wonderful
prouiise of happiness and beanty ; and who

alse has not waked to find it moss and

leaves ?
Now, it happened that when Mabel had

‘yielded to young Eston’s auld acquaintance

plea, she had done o rather relmctantly,
saying, “If you ingsist, Frank, I suppose’l
must give you one turn, but-the waltz is
Mr, Oonway’s, and he has a right 1o the
rest—1hat is, if ho chooses to wait for it}

Bhe looked st Conwsay interrogatively,
as ghe spoke, and he fell back, as before
mentioned, with only telerable grace.

4 Lot it be only one tnrn, then,” he an-
swered, “ and of course you know there is
no question of my choosing to Wmt You
will find me here.”

“ Ay revoir, then,” she said. The next
moment she vanished from his side, and he
only canght a glimpse of her bent head over
Frank Eston’s’ shoulder, as they joined the
weltzers. ~ He did not trouble himself to
find & seat, or sgek’ & compenion, but re-
mained where she had left him, leaning
againet the side of an' open window in the

 careless, languid fashion thnt had been- a

rovelation to the éountry-brod youths of
Ayre, Glancing out on:one sider he saw

the cool, dark arcades stretching away in

long vistas, brokeh here and there by glesm:
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- ing lamips; glancing in on the -other, he
watohed' tha. gay erowd shifting its many
colors like s kaleidoseope, and, if Tenuyson
had given his “Mand” to the eritics sev-
eral years before its actual appearance, he
might. have solaced himself by quoting the
sweetest love-song of our day, and mur-
mured, as ke saw Mabel first nearing him
in the dance:’ : -

. **Come forth, little heod, sunning over with eurls,

‘I'o'the flowers, and be thelr sun;
Yo glogs of satin, and ghramer of poarls, |
Queen lily, and rose, in one”
 As it was, however, he only thought
the same thing; in much less poetical form.
“Tt is confoundedly warm in here,” he
seid to himself, “and these people bore one
to death. Instead of the waltz I shall
take her out into the grounds, and I enly
hope—’

. He broke off abruptly, for she had
reached him, and, as he stepped forward to
claim her, whirled past again more rapidly
than before. He could not see that she did
go with little or no volition of her own;
that Frank Eston had borne her om quite
againgt her intention or desire, saying, * We
are just in the spirit of it, and this has been

" only & teste, One more tnrn, Migs Ma-
bel;” nor did he oateh the half-appealing,
half-apologetic glance that she sent back to
him, for 8t that moment Fate cast & sud-
den and most unexpected treasure upon his
hands in the substantial shape of Miss Nina
Eston. . ’

Tt chanced that this young lady was one

of the best, if not the very best, among the

fair waltzers of Ayve, and, to use her own
form of asseveration, was “perfectly de-
voted ™ to that Terpsichorean exercise; but
it algo chanced that she was nnfortunately
addicted to-a trick of losing her head, on all

waltzing occasions, and, unless she had a

_ partner who was capable of regulating her
course; Was very aptto increase her pace
until she came to grief in consequénce of

- colliding with some unwary eouple, or over-
tarning some innocent bystander. On this
oocasion, she had been dancing with a young
ocollege friend-of her brother's, a thin; pale
youth who knew .the least in ths world

steps in every direction, and had not the

gtrength of & festher with which-to oppose
his partner’s momentum when she took him
by the shoulder-and carried him along, help-
less and terrified, at a whirlwind rate of

progress. The lookers-on laughed, for they
saw that a catastrophe was inevitzble, and
more than one of them said, * Poor fellow L.
he'll know what's what, if he once feels the
full weight of Nina’s hundred and fifty
pounds.” That he-did mot feel it, was cer-
tainly mot the resnlt of his own skill or
Nina's caution, or their common good for-
tune; hut was simply owing to the factthat
Oonway had stepped forward to meet Ma-
bel, and had been left in the lurch in the ig-
nominious manner above recorded. For,
just a9 Frank Eston whirled her past him,
the unfortunate gollegian was precipitated,
without any agency of his own, full against
Mr. Harding, who, with Miss Lavinia Crane
on his arm, had been rash enough to ai-
tempt the passage of the room. Both gentle-
men reecled, lost their balance, and’eame
down together, with a thundering crash
which was heard above the pealing of the
band, and turned every eye at once upon
them. Miss Orane had saved herself by
dropping her escort’s arm snd retreating
with a slight scream, when she saw what
was coming ; but Miss Eeton would infal-
Iib‘l}r hpve gone down in the common disgs-

caught her just in time, He drew her back,
gnd then lent his aid to the two unfortu-
nates, who, instead of compassmnatmg each
other, were mutually angry end indignant.
Mr. Harding was very red, the collegian was
very purple, and they both began talking
in an exctted tone as soom as they. gained
their feet. Finding that no .bones were
broken, Conway left them to secttle the mat-
-ter g8 best they could; and went back to
the reat culprit, who stood aloof langhing as
only a pretty hoyden of eighteen cap langh,

“Did you ever see any thing more ab-
surd?* she cried, as he onme toward- her.

My, Harding to have been knocked over;
pnd then if yon could have met th;ﬂgp_k,ﬁin

sbout waltzing, who took wild, nneertain

i
foremost against-him! I am very sorry,

ter, if 'Qonway had not been st hand, and .

“0f aHl people in the room, for that golemn

poor- Bartlett's- eyes .when he went hesd,
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" course, for it was all my fault; bat I never

saw-any thing mors ridiculons, And what
a tremendous thump they made! I fully
‘expected the floor to give way. It certain-
ly would have dome so, if you had mot
conght me, Mr. Conway, I am extremely
obliged to you, for I am sure that poor boy
would have been craushed to death between
Mr, Harding and myself; and then Ayre
would never have got done laughing at
me. Sl

“N over got done laughing at you for
crashing Mr. Bartlett to death? That
would be rather a funereal subject for mer.
riment, it seerns to me. But I hope you
are not hurt. It was rather close work.”

- “] hope my dress is not hurt,” said she,
examining the fleecy clouds of tarletan that
enveloped her. “ Thet would be & matter
of some importance. Leok, please, Mr. Con-
way, and see if there are any rents: Iam
almost sure I heard it tear,”

Conway looked critically all over the
gkirt, and comforted her by the assurance
that no remts were visible, which she de-
clared -to be quite providential, since the
unhappy Mr. Bartlett had floundered about
like a-fish on land, er a cat in water, and
might have done any amount of mischief.

“I consider it really next thing to a

- miracle,” said she, putting up some locks of

ruddy hair that were straying about unbid-
den, for, though it was quite early in the
evening, her violent exercisé had made her
look dishevelled before the ordinary time
for thet appearance. “If you could only
imagine all the things he did with his foet!
Frankly, I don’t believe he over tried to
waltz before in his life. - Is he coming this
way-again? Oh, for merey’s sake, Mr. Con-
way, reseuo me. Throw me out of the win-
dow, if there iz no other mode of escape.”

“I will do better than that,” said Con-
way. ‘“Are you too tu-ed for another
roupd M ¢

# Oh, dear no—not too tired for & dozen
more: raﬂnds with a partner who knows his
business,”

“ Ba avant!" snid he, gayly ; and, when
poor Mr. Bartlett- came up- to make his’
wenk-voicad . apologies. for having been

round the room in the best of spirits and
best of looks, on Philip Conway’s arm.
Mabel saw it too, and ‘felt more. grieved
than indignant thereat. *He might have
.waited for me,” she thought; but she also

done s0; and instead of being oross to Frank
Eston, according to the general impulse of
feminine nature in such cases, she waltzed
with  him for some time, then ploaded fa-
tigne, and sot down, locking, indeed, de-
cidedly pale and tired,

“I don't think I shall dance the next
set,” she said to Constance ; but she glanced
down on her tablets the next moment; and
shook her head. “I see that I must,” she -
added. “It is Mr. Ainslie’s set, and I can-
not refuse him, for he was so good about
giving up to somebody else before this even-
ing. "If it were anybody else, now—"

But, when Mr. Ainslie eame up, he saw
at once how weary she looked, and very:
gummarily put all question of the set aside.
“You have had more than ‘enough alresdy
of the heat and crowd,” he said. %I think
some fresh air would doyon more good than
oany thing else,” Have yon admired any of
Conway's scenio effects yet? Let me take

" you out and show them to you.”

“Tpke her, by all means,” gaid Con-
stance; rand, although Mabgl was rather
reluctant to go, she made no demmur, but
submitted to be led away at once..

About half an hour after this, Conway
came up to Miss Lee in a very ill-hwmor in-
deed.

“ What has become of Miss Mabel? ** do-
manded he, in much the aggrieved tone of
one who has been defranded of seme right-
ful and undoubted piece of property. * She
threw me overboard in the coolest way im-
aginable gome time ago; and now I cannet
find her anywhere. What has she dong
_with herself?”

“Bhe went out with Mr, Amslie,” said
QUonstance, 'answering over the heads of
two or three intermediate pecple; for she
chanced to be surrounded st the momerit,
being, in her own way, quite popular, espe-
cially with men who,were- old- enough to.
like to talk sense even in & ballroom, and

Imocked. over, he-saw his partver flosting

those who were young enougl to be in bash-

thought it natural encugh that he had mot



78 ¢ MABEL

ful awe of the gayer belles of the evening.
% You will find her in the grounds, Mr, Con~
way; T cannot tell you any thing more than
that” - . . '

471 met her down by the x‘hver, & quarter
of an-hour ago,” volunteered a youthful rep-
rescntotive of the jeunesse dorée. “T'H go )
and look for her,if you say so, M. Con-
way.” - o

“ You are very good,” said Mr. Qonway,
shut I beliove I profer to go myself. 1 dis-
trast people when they are too obliging, and

" I am afraid you have some interested motive
at the bottom. Experience of the world is
'apt' to make one cautions; and after the
manner in which I was treated & little while
ago—" ' ‘

. «.Conway, geb & partner, and b\e our
vds-dvis sald a gentloman, hurrying past,
with g dark-eyed gitl on his arm, who Iooked
back and crted, “ O Mr. Conway, please do.”

% Jonway, have yon secn Miss Tavinia's
fan anywhera ?” said Mr. Harding, comi_ng
up with the look and manner of a detective
officer. * She has lost it, and somebody said
you had it.”

« How should I have it 77 asked Conway,
pettishly. * # Don’t keep me, my dear fellow
—T am just now on my way to fuifil an en-
gagement, and I can't possibly stQp."»

_ #3But hold, on’; that's it in your pocket
there, ” oried Harding, seizing him. I see
the tassel.

4 Nonsense! you don’t.”

: WBut 1 tell-you I do.”

“Where "

19 There'ﬂ - .

.. He pointed as he spoke, and Conway,
looking impatiently down, saw the tassel of
& lady's fan hanging from the breast-pocket
of his coat. He jerked it out with a Iaugh,
and held it toward the other.

% There, take it1” he said. “I don’t
know how Mlss Lavinia’s fan came to be in
iny pocket. - She must have dropped it in
her consternation at your acecident, sud I
must have picked it up under the impression
that it was Miss Eston’s. If there are any
more articles of ber property missing, don’t
come to me for them, Ibeg.”

.. ‘He hurried away; and Harding retraced
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property, congratulating himself as he went
that the fan had been recovered with so lit-
tle trouble, Naturally, therefore, it was quite
g damper when the lady shock her head at
firgt sight of the silk snd ivory toy.

4Tt i not mine,” she said, “Mine was
peinted with Chinese figures, and had mara-
bout festhers. Who did you take it from,
Mr. Harding? " :
“ From my counsin,”

“Then Isuppose it is Nina Eston’s. Yon-

der she is, just across the room. Buppose

you go and return it to her?”

¢ Aftor o while,” answered Mr. Harding;

for another waltz had just been struck wup,

and he had no mind for gnother collision,
% You had better go at once,” eaid his
compamion, warningly. ¢ If she sees it in

your hand, she will come for it; and the{-e

is really no telling what she might do in
thet case. - She would think nothing of mak-
ing you waltz with her, whether you would
or no.” . ‘
¢ T am not afvaid of that,” said Mr. Hard-
ing; but ho evidently thought it might be

1 wiser to beard the loness, instead of wait-

ing for the lioness to beard him. 8o he canc
tiously made his way across the room, to
where Nina stood, surrounded by a staff of
admirers. Shereceived him with s courtesy
that somewhat set at rest his fears of a vio-
lent assault; but she denied in foto the own-
erghip of the fan,

“Tt is not mine,” she said. ¢ I think it
is Mabel’s. Who did you say you got it
from, Mr, Harding¢”

“From (onway.”

ghe, with a laugh. *I wonder you eounld
imagine any thing else. We all know—1Is
this your set, Mr. Royston? ' I am at your
serviee.—L wae going to say, Mr. Harding,
that we gll know-—Dear me, Frank, take your
foot off my dress!”

#We all know that Conway Is not likely
to have any one else’s fan,” said Mr. Hard-
ing, concluding the sentence for her, in his

Crane, and told her that for the present he

wonld retsin the property. S
 When Miss Lee comes in, I will return

his steps toward the owner of the recovered

¢ Then of course it is Mabel's,” said"

solemn way. Then he went back to. Miss--

it » he seddy “and, if she does not'omedn
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soon, I may go and look forher, But I don’t
think I am called upen to trouble myself
‘sbout the matter just now.”
Conway, meanwhile, having left the
ballroom in search of Mabel, was fortunate
enocugh fo come face to face with her, not
ten steps from the door. She was walking
slowly, leaning on Ainslie’s arm, and listen-
ing rather than talking; but she perceived
her quondam pariner at once, and uttered &
slight exclamation. He smiled, and, stepping
forward, drew her mnoccupied hand under
bis arm, while he addressed himself not to
her, but to Ainslie. -
- ‘1 have just come out to look for you,
Ralph,” he said; “ and I am lucky to find
you g0 soon. Mrs. Lee is anxious to see you,
and begged me to send you to her immedi-
ately, Yow'd better go at once—I will take
charge of Miss Mabel.?

“ Mrs, Lee!" repeated Ainglie, in  tone
of surprise. “ You must be mistaken—it
can’t be me she wants,”

© #Ttis youw, and no one else. Bhe i3 in
haste, too—so take yourself off.”

4 Oh, T understand,” said Ainslio, signifi-
“Porhaps, however, Miss Mabel

cantly.
will not trouble you to take charge of her.
Bhe, too, may like to go to Mrs, Lee.”

-41f Miss Mabel is wise, she will stay
where she is,” answered the other, decided-
Iy. “The stmosphere i3 ab fever heat in the
pavilion just now.”

1 believe I will remain s littls longer,”
said Mabel, looking apologetically at Ammslie,

" 4 Tt is certainly much pleasauter out
here,” he said, in answer to the look, * and
there is no better policy than that of gather-
ing voses while you may. It is not often one
has such good opportunity for doing so.”

He bowed, drew back, and. entered the
pavilion, while her new-found escort led
Mabel away in the opposite direction.

4 cannotimagine any thing more shame-
ful than the manner in which you trested
me,” he af once began, *I wonder if re-
morse on that score is the cause of your look-
ing so pale? To think that you should have
given my waltz to anybody -else—on this m
last night!” L

“ Bt you heard how it was,” Mabel said

been away at college a long time, and he only
retnrned yesterday, and he just asked for
one turn, and you said you would wait.”

% And did I not weit ?—and did I not get
well rewarded for my waiting # 7

“You got Nina," said she, archly, “No
doubt you considered that as being well re-
warded.” .

I don't want to be uncivil with regard
to Miss Eston,” returned Conway, coolly,
“Dbut I was much nearer considering it as
being well bored.  You cannot make any
‘excuse; you need mot try, I was shame-
fully treated, and I have fairly earned the
right fo name my own indemnification.”

* Name it, then,” said she, with a laugh.
When he was awaj from her, she could re-
member that it was indeed his “last night;”
bat, when they were together, she could
only realizo the present, and ahmost uneon-
scionsly put from her the dark shade of com-
ing sorrow. * Name it, then,” .

“Leave your partners to take care of
themselves for the next half-hour, and come
with me to the river-side. . Iknow a charm-
ing nook, which not more than two or three
people have invaded to-night. You will be
quiet there, and let your adorers look for
‘you in vain,”, ’ '

She hesitated’a moment. Inclination
said “go;” prudemce said “stay.” But,
when inclination end pridence war to-
gether in the breast of eighteen, with sum-
mer stars shining down, and summer fra-
grance wooing forward, it is not difficnlt to
imagine how the strife will end. What dif-
ference did it make about to-morrow ? _To-
night was all that was worth considering.
To-night, with ifs roses of life'and love, its
wonderful chances of happiness. To-night,
with ifs opportunities that would never
come.sgain—~for who in such case noeds to”
be fold that “ eternity itself cannot restore
the loss struck from the minute?” So she
hesitated only a moment, and then looked
up quickly. i .
“You are very moderate,” sho said.
“ Show me your nook, by all megns,” .

It proved to he a lovely spot just by the
river, where water-lilies fringed the bank,
and cushions of moss spread over the roots

with a faint attempt at exense.  Frank has

of a large live-oek, whose giant trunk shut
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" in one mde, while a thicket of luxuriant nn-
"dergrowth rose behind. A spot which was
a8 quiet and peaceful as if there had been no
revélry within ear-shot{-where the odorous
midsumamer night and the soft rush of the.
viver had sl the solitude to themselves, and
filled it with a monotone of inexpressible
sweetness.  Uonway orranged a seat for
Mabel, and made her lesn against the tree,
while ke himself sat down partly at her
side, 'and partly st her foet, Then there
was -silence for several moments—silepoe
which Mabel.waa the firat to break. -
“Mr, . Ainslie tells me that you have
-ggreed to defer your departure,” she said.
¢ That is good news for all your friends in

Ayre.?

. “Did het? sald COenway, with a start;
and, if the darkness bad not been all around
'them, ghe might have seen that he frowned
guddenly. - “I wonder he told you; for it
is only deferred twenty-four hours. We
sgreed that it would be next thing to bar-

" barous to start, unless on. a ma];;ir of life
" .and doath, the day after such dissipation as
this. - Bo we have put off our move until
Friday ; but we go then, without fail. "

#You ire determined?”

“Yes, T am determined. As I'told you
Defore, thereds no good in staymg any lon-
ger.)

. After this, there was silence agsin. It
-wag'not Mabel's place to combat this reso-
lution, and she hgd not the faintest idea of
attémpting to 46 wo. . If she had known that
onie.$rord of ‘hers would influence him to
.chings his mind, she would hardly have ut-
tered that word. It wasnof in her to do it.
Some women, without overstepping the
boundary of womanly reserve, can stoop far

enongh to make their hearts intelligible to

hesitating lovers:. but this woman was not
of. that stamp.  To a frank question she
wonld have rendered a frank answer; but
she could sooner have built a dity than tak-
en one step toward encouraging: that ques-
tion.
been po’ diffieulty in wooing, for she was
almost grénd in the simplicity of her hones-
-ty and truth, buta woman whom no msn
need hopo to gain by half-expressed passion,

A woman whom there-would have

therefore, and it was Conway who gpoke
next:
 Yegy, T am determined ; there's nothmg
goained by keeping a sword hanging over
one’s head, you know. Evenif it isto go
to one’s heart, it might as well go soon as
later,
at the matter from my point of view, snd
tell me——don't you think I am right?”
She counld not see his face, for the light.
was dim, and he 2id not turn it toward her;
but his tone was full of suppressed passion,
as they went out in the darkness; and she
had to steady her own voiee for several min-
utes before she 'could answer as quietly as
ghe wighed, .

" «How should I know, Mr. Conway?
How should I be able to judge?”

I am sure there is no one better able to
judge. You counot tell how hard I have
tried to do right,” he went on quickly, *It
is-not inclination that I comsult in going
away. With all my talk of Cathay; and the
like, Seyton has been so pleasant to me,
that I would willingly tarn Arcadian for the
rest of my life.  But *he needs must whom
the devil drives,’ and what devil is there
like poverty? Sometimes I think I would
.sell myself as bondsman for my whole ex-
istence to buy one day—one hour—of free-
dom now. Bometimes I think—"

He broke off abruptly—just in time, Al-

ready he had'said more than he meant to say;
already he had told her every thing in voice
and manner, if not in words ; but there was
still time to pause. There was still time to
curb himself before ho was committed past
recall, and he stopped short, resolved fo do
BO. - : .
«T g a fool,” he said, # and more than
a fool, to tatk to you like this. Ihaveno
right to rebel—life is no harder linesto me
than to many another poor wretch who is
warned away from Paradise by.a flaming
sword; but it seems hard to- leave, gertain
that in e}l human probability we shall never
meet again.”

“'Why not?
Ayre some day.”

4 No,” said he, moodily.

You will come back to

or taoit’ avowal. She was perféctly silent,

1t is the mature of people to forget those

Don’t you think I am right? Look

%1 think you know," he replied, “and .
- they were sitting, but his eyes had by this

- (ence and resolution.

. all, what were these scruples and hesita-

- of bondage—better one long, deep draught

“ No E ahall '
never come back to Ayre, My cousin Gynl ‘
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will scarcely be likely to invite me; and

you-—you will soon forget me.”
“You know better than that!?
# How should I know better than that?

who play no. active. part in their lves.
Now, I go out of your life to-morrow, and
I shall never enter it again. Years hence,
when you are the beautiful Mrs, SBomebody,

the leader of county faghion, you will re-.

member me as & poor soldier of fortune who
once had the honor of contnbutmg to your
amusement.”

& Ahl "

B2 was a low, faint ory whwh he wrung
from her, and which came to him full of
pamed reproach, striking with 1 sudden re-
morse & sudden sense of his own impru-
dence. Thelamp-light did not plerce where

timé grown accustomed fo the clear star-
light of the June might; and, turning tow-
ard her, e saw that she was quivering from
head to foot, and only controlled her emo-
tion by the strongest possible efforf, That
sight broke down the last barrier of pru-
They had been grow-
ing ‘weaker and weaker, the temptation
stronger and stronger for some time, and
now they were swepl utterly away by the
tide of feeling that rushed over him. After

tions but the voice of the world, and what
had the world to do with them that night?
Better one hour of freedom than a lifetime

of the sweet elixir of love, than to go down
to the grave with the cry of the starved
heart still unsatisfied. Come what might,
he could not leave her thus—he must speak
now. Ifit was only to say farewell, they
must spy it with heart bared to heart,  So
he made a sudden movement, and possesséd’
himgelf of her hands, graspmg them tlghtly,
holding them firmly.

. % Forgive me,” he said hurriedly; “for-
give me if I have pained you. Idid not
mesan it, I don't think you will forget me.
I only-wish to God that you conld 1 -

She.Tooked up at him, with breath half
hushed on her lips.

"count them . so mueh. .

“ Don't—don’t say any thing more if it is
wrong. I will go back now.” '

She made & movement to rise; but he
held her, so that it was an impossibility,
and spoke—this time without a shade of
hesifation. !

“Why do I wish it? Only becaunse it is
sclfish and cruel fo tell you that I love.you,
t0 strive, or even.to wish to link your life
with mine—to cloud your bright future with
my dark one—and to bind you, by even so
much as:a memory, to one little worthy of
you. ' Othérs can hring something besides
themselves; but what have I to offer? A
tarnished name, & bankrupt. fortune, a—0O
Mabel, why did I not fight the fight to the
end, and go away without having been mad
enough to say all this! ™

Tt - was a strange form fora decla.ra.twn
of love; but the earnestness, the sincerity,
the passion of his words, thrilled throngh
and through the girl who listened—showing
her all at onee how dear she was to him,
and how he had hesitated for her. sake
rather than for his own. With this. reali-
zntion, oame the consciousness — searcely
understood before—of what he was to her,
and the Impulse to show him how little she
Tegarded tho worldly question that weighed
80 heavily with him. Bo, she looked up
after & moment, and spoke simply but
steadily s

“If it is of me you are thmkmg, don't
regret-what you have said, If love is worth
any thing at all, it is certainly worth more
than all thess tl:mgs of which you speak.
You know best whether or not you must
go; whether or not we must part to-mor-
row; but I know best this~that it is better
to part knowing that we love euch .other,
better to have the epen right to think of
each other, and, it may be, to wait for each
other, than to have left that love unspoken
perhaps forever. Even if we bave to give
each other up, I think we can better do it
face to face with the knowledge of onr own'
hearts, than secretly and by stealth, As for
these worldly drawbacks, they seem so iittle
te ma. that I can scarcely realize how yon
.But you ‘may, be
right. T cannot tell that; I cen only- tell

“ Why do you wish that?” she askefl
6

that, come what may in the future, we will
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- be-richer to the end of our lives for this
hour.”
" The sweat, clear voice ceased, but the
spirit of her words had gone home to her
listener’s heart more powerfully than if she
had spoken with alt ‘the eloquence of all the
schools, No man knew better than he the
mannet in which worldly wisdom would re-
fute such philosophy —no one had ever
mocked more openly or more persistently
at such sentiments; but, just then, he could
sooner have refuted—sconer have mocked
an sngel from hesven, The knowledge
came to him—ag it comes to all sooner or
Iater—that there are diviner things on this
earth of ours than the bodies we inhabit,
and the needs that go with them ; that there
are powers neither tangible mor material
which no man can safely disregard; and
that who se constructs a philesophy ignor-
ingthese powers, or professing to curb them
by the strong hand of force, must pay the
penalty of rashness and folly. To the very
core of his heart he felt her last words,
“(Jome what:may in the future, we will be
richer t6 the énd of our lives for this hour ”
—and he bent down and laid his Iips on the
hands he still held.

“You are right—I am wrong,” he said,
“Yes; we will be richer always for this
hour, and we will not speak of parting.
You are mine now, and I shall not sur-
render you at any earthly bidding.”

“Half an hour later Nina Eston ‘was leav-
_ing the ‘pavilion with Ainslie, when they
" came upon Mr. Harding just entering it.

He lookpd so singunlarly pale and disturbed,
that Hoth of them paused involumtarily,

“Why, Harding! Whatis the matter?”
* Afnslie asked.

% Have yon geen & glost, Mr. Hardmg? »

the young lady cried.

Harding shook his head, and gave a sort
of forced amile, as he strove to pass on, but
his lips quivered in the effort,. aud go did his
voice when ho answered:

£ Nothmg is the matter with me, and I—
I liave not seen any ghost, Can you tell me
where Miss Lee is, Ainslie—Mias (}onstance,
I mean? I have her sister’s fan in'my pos-
seﬁalon, gnd I want to give it to her.”

“ Why don’t yor return it to Miss Mabel "

MABEL LEE,

I have been looking for her, and—and

T cannot find her,”

“Yonder is Miss Oonsténce, then; bat I l

should not think the possession of a fan
would canse you so much nneasiness.”

“It seems to cgquse bim more than un-
easiness,” seid Miss Eston, as they walked
on, while Mr, Harding pursucd his way to
Constance. . “ He appears to be seriously
troubled, and looks for all the world us if he
had seen & ghost.”

J
UHAPTER XIV.

THE ROSE BY THE WATER'S EDGE.

Davnienr was beginning to break in the
oast, when Mr. Seyton’s boat unloaded a
party of very pensive and yawning passen-
gers at the foot of Mrs, Lee’s garden. The
ball was over, midsummer night was past,
snd the pale faces and crushed dresses
looked very little in keeping with the fresh
summer morning, whose purple dawn and
early birds had ghamed their late revelry.
Mrs. Lee looked ennuyés and pettish, Con-
stance seemed. fairly worn- out, and Nina
Eston, who had been left by her own party,
and accepted Mr. Seyton's invitation to re-
turn with him, was wearied and dishevelled
to the last degree. She had not opened her
lips (excepting to yawn), from the island to
Ayre; but she landed with salaerity when
their destination was once reached, and,
having made her acknowledgments to Mr.
Beytom, took her brother’s arm to go home.

“Wa must make haste, Frank,” she said,
28 they went. up the garden-path, and into
the back piazza together. It is growing
light very fast, and I am such an object
that I would not like to be scen even by &

pig. Oh, dear!” (with a tremendous yawn),

“] wonder when I ever will get sleep
enough again?—Mabel, you surely are not
talking abount going anywhera to—morrow--
to-day, I mean?"

‘She stopped. a8 she spoke, and looked

with a sort of sleepy curiosity at Mabel,

who was standing on the ylazza-ﬁtepg with
Conway, and who answered with & ile:
T am only talking of going on the';

" 1o be ashamed to make such a proposal! She

‘ Estont”

" from Ayre.—Don't forget,” hé went on,
~ turning to Mabel, “that you need mnot feel
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late this evening, Nina. We will surely
have had sleep. enouzh by that tlme, won'y
wel !

4T don’t know whether you will, but I
am sure I shall not.—Mr. Oonway, you ought

should not go.”
“Not at six o’clock f.hls evening, Miss

“Indeed, no; mor at six. to-morrow
eveping, either. Besides, I thought you
were geing away?”

“T thought so myself, but I am really
afraid I shall not be able fo tear myself

bound to go if you are tired.”

* Therp s no. foar of my being tired,”
Mabel snswered ; while Nina shrugged her
ghonlders, and went on into the houge, I
will be ready for you. And, Philip—"

“ Mig caral? ? S

“Shall T tell Constance and. mamma
now, or shall I wait for you to do so?”

CUonway hesitated; then answerad, on
the spur of the moment ;

“Wait—a little while, at least. 1owe
it to my unele to speak to him at once ; and
then we will see about the rest, That is—
but you had better do as you think best., If
the opportunity offers, tell them, and—"

“Conway, we are waifing for you,”
cema Ainslie’s voice from the boat.

“1 must go,” said he, reluctantly, 1
will see you this afternoon. Good-by.”

“Good-by,” she echoed, drawing her
hand gently from the lingering clasp of his,
Then she watched him down' the garden-
path, nntil he vanished from sight: and, af-
ter he'was finally gone, turned, and entered
the house.

Bhe found that Nina and Frank had tak-
en their departure, while Mrs. Lee had
thrown herself into a chair, and declared
that she was too tired o go up-stairs,

“1 knew I should be fatigued to death,”
she gaid ; * but then nobody minds me--no-
body ever did, for that matter. I only hope
T shall ot have one of my nervous attacks
to pay for-it”

“I hopanot, I am surs,” sm& Gonstance,

mamma, you. onght to go to bed. SImIl I
help you up-stairs?

“No,” answered Mrs. Lee, snapplshly.
“I can drag myself up-stairs by myself.
You need not trouble yourself, Constance.
It ma.kes no matter about what I endure,

I mast only beg that you will not talk any
in your room fo-night, or I shall not slesp &
wink.” -

“Certainly we shall not, mamma, if you
desire not. . Indeed, we should hardly have
been likely to talk any way. Mabel muat
go to sleep, and I am very fired.” -

“I am often kept awake by your talk- -
ing,” said Mre. Lee, fretfully. #I have
meant to speak about it several times; but,
then, I bear a great deal, sooner than com-
plain. Nobody could ever say of me that I
complain, without grent provocation. I as-
sure yon of that, Constance.”

% Yeg, mgmma,”

b And I bog, thorefore, that. there may
nob be even so much as ons word spoken to-
night. Talking is not necessary to undress-
ing; and, before you go to bed, I wish you
would bring me  glass of warm sangaree.
It may make me sleop,”

* Willnot cold do, memma? None ofthe .
servants are awake, and there is no fire, I
don't see how I could get ony warm water.”

#1t is always the way whenever I want
any thing,” ssid Mrs, Lee, injuredly.
“Heaven knows it iz seldom enough I
mpke sny demands on other people's time
or patience; and yet this is always the way:
If I were like some people, and gave a great
deal of trouble, I might be attended to; but,
as it is, yon need not trouble yourself ahout
the ‘sungores. I ean go to bed; yes, and
stay awake, too, withont it.”

“1f eold will do, mammg—"

“Cold will net do. . I abominate cold
sangares. (Give me & candle, unless Iam to -
go to bed in the dark; and let me try to geﬁ
a little rest, at leaat.” . -

Coustance brought the eandle very

‘quietly; and lghted :her. up-stairs with it

Then she came down again to find the ma-
terials for the cold sangaree, which; dfter
she was in her chamber, Mrs, Lee: gracious-

very sincerely. #Bat, if you are so tired,

Iy agreed to take, and bade Mn.bel po to bed
without waiting for-her, .




B4 | »

% will eome as-soon. 28 I can, dess,”’
“but go to bed yourself, and be

she said:
giire you go to sleep.”

4T will try,” said Mabel.
kissed her, and went up-stairs.
-~ It took Constance some time to find &
nnttieg for her sangaree, and when atf last

Then she

he had administered it, and entered her
own-room, she found that Mabel’s trying.
had resulted better than she herself had ex-.

pevted; for she was: fast asleep, lying back

on the pillows, in ‘the attitude of a tired

child, and breathing with the gentle regu-
lar:ty of profound sleep.

“Y gm so glad!” thought the patlent
tived; elder sister; and sheé extinguished
the ‘candle .ot once, and knelt down to say
hér prayoers in the early, purple dawn,

. The purple dawn had changed to broad,

bright afterncon, however, when Mabel at
She looked about

Iast awoke with a start.
her, somewhst bewildered for a moment,
. wondering what she was doing in bed at
fhat hour of the dasy, and why the house
was 80 quiet. - But the next instant, recol-
lection flasghed over her—the ball, her bright
gala-dress, her gay reign of enjoyment and
tritimph, the lights, the musie, the dancing,
all care back at once; and with them another
yet brighter and sweeter memory—a mem-
ory which cansed the warm blood to rush
over evety portion of the fair skin which
was vigible; and, althiough she was all alone
" in-the room, made hor bend hev-face down,

and ‘cover it with her'hands, while a tide of

~ golden hair fell heavily all abont her. It
was irpe, ther—he had ‘spoken! Ie had
told hér that he loved her,he had asked her
to sharohis fortunie for good or. for ill, to the
end of their lives; he had made her under-
stand how fair and sweet and lovely every
fliing:that sha did or s4id. was in his eyes,
~ And she¢--nh, she ¢lasped her- hands and
wondered .if he even half guessed how in-
finitely dear ho was to her, this stranger,
this knight-errant, thisfairy prince who had
entered het life like a dream, and made it
onelong story 'of romanee,
~« Tt was:mo wonder that she lingered long
ovef her toflet, fgr ha had said that he was
voming that afternoon, and she must dress
for him. ‘What alabor of love that drede-

‘MABEL LEE.

ing was; and whenr at last she came down,
and opened the sitting-room door, how fair
and sweet she looked to Constance’s loving
eyes, arrayed in & white muslin that had
just come pure and spotless from under
Naney's smoothing-iron,.snd with a cluster
of blush-roses in her breast!

" Clome in, dear, but don’t make a noise,”
said Constance, in g low voice. “Mamma
waked with a nervous headache, so she is
gtill in bed, and we must be very careful.
How pretty you look; and not at all as if
you bad danced all night.”

“That is beeause I have sleptall day "
said Mabel, with a smile. * When did youn
get up, Constance? And why did you let
me be go lazy$? .

“I got up long ago,” smswered Gon-
stance, as she rang & bell near her hend;
“and as for your being lazy, I was only too
glad to see you sleeping.—Bring in Mabel's
dinner, Nancy,” she added, as.a black face,
surmounted by a red-and-yellow turban, ap-
peared at the door.

“ Dinner1 ™ repeated Mabel, m,dlsmay,
“Tg it 90 late. Did you finigh dmner while
I was in bed?"

“Tt i3 nearly five o’clock,” said Con-

stance, I finished my dinner some time
ago, and—but there is mamma’s bell.”
.+ A tinkle was heard in the upper regions,
whereupon down went her work, and away
ghe went, to answer a demand for the bot-
tle of cologne, or somethmg equally impor-
tant.

Mabel wandered to the garden-door, and
stood looking out at the river, that gleamed
by under the sweeping willows—that river
that would bring her lover to her after a
while—when Nanoy came in with a fray,
bearing 8 cup of coffee, a broiled chigken,
two or three of the light rolls on which.
Naney prided herself and s festhery ome-
Jet.

“TIt's'a deal more like a breakfast than a
dinner, honey,” she said, as she set it down,
“hut Miss Constonce would have it so;
and végetables. don't keep warm -good, no
how, g0 there wag & mice corn-pudding and
potatoes for dinner, not to spegk: of the
peas and the sparrowgrag—"- - .

“This is all I care for, Na.ncy," sald Ma-
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Don't muke n noise, please

¢ Good-lay, Francis

Mamma. is very unwell)??
p. 86,

THE ROSE BY THE WATER'S EDGE. 85

bel, turning round; and, indeed, it proved
to bo mbch more than she cared for,. It
must be a singular sort of person who has
any appetite the day after dancing all night;
and, although Mabel drank her coffee, and
was very glad of it, the rest of the dinmer

. did not receive similar appreciation, Bhe

trifled over the clicken and rolls, but her
absolute consumption came to so little, that
ghe was forced to call in the friendly and
willing assistance of a large cat, who was
washing her paws in the depths of Con-
stance’s work-basket. With this aid, the
dinner “had beer partially, at least, dis-
patched, when Constance herself came
back, Now was Mabel’s time to tell her
sigter all the last night's history; buf, as
she looked up, meaning to do so, she was
startled ¥y the pallid aspect of the face af
which she gazed, snd she forgot her own
story in sudden anxiety.

#What is the matter, dear? " she asked.
4] never. saw you Iook worse. Is it only
becauss of the ball? Dissipation does not
seem to agree with you.”

“1t is only because Iam a llttle tired,
and my head aches,” Constance angwered.
‘ Nothing much ¢ the matter. Don’t
trouble about me,” -

“ Nobody ever does troubls about you,”
aoid Mabel, a little indignantly; “ and that;
is the reason why you fag yourself to death.
My darling, you are the best one of ng, and
you bear all the burden. It seems so hard.”
1 “Neo; not hard at all,” said Qonatanoee;
bat, nevertheless, she laid her head down
right wearily en the soft shoulder “that was
near ag Mabel came and-put her arms sbout
her. Nobody knew how much of the pain
and the weariness those clinging arms took

away, nor how doably hard a2 burden Oon= ;
 stance saw, a8 she herself left the room, was
' flutter of the white dress among the green

stance would willingly have boxne for this
reward,

The two sisters were still standm;g fo-
gather, when theré ecame another sharp tin-
kle, and Mabel aaid, withi & half-impatient
sigh:

“Mamma’s bell again, Let me go this
time, and do you stay here and take & cup
of coffee,” .

“ No, no,” said 00nstance. “You know
mamma*‘doe,s ot like any one but me in her

room, when she has these attacks. And, as
for the coffee—I had some at dinner, et
me go, dear.”

“If you will,” said Mabal but she kissed
he? before domg 80, “You dear, desr sis-
tor,” she said. “If I were ever so miserable
in any other way, Ocnstance, I don't think
I should be wutterly forlorn while I had
you.”

“And you are the very sunlight of my
life,” aid the other, passionately ; and then
she langhed a little. “Weo are growing
quite sentimental; and I, at least, ought to
be too.old for that. Come, let me go.
There is the bell again,”

Mabel let her go, but she tack up hér
hat, and the volume of Browning, at the
same moment,

“T¢ T am to be left alone,” she sald “T
am going ito the gorden. Will yoi come
after mamma is done with you??

“T gm afrald T cannot. She may wané
me ogain at any moment. Don’t.let me
keep you in, though. Only please don’t go
on the river to-day. I am a little wneasy
about youn. You are not used to such fa-
figne ay that of last night.”

“But it agrees with me. éxcellently.
However, I won't go on the river, if you
say not. I can't stay here, flicugh, end
face Nancy when ghe sees thab -omelet.
Tell mamma I am so sorry about. lier Tead-

ache, and—""

Tinkle, tinkle, tmklel

“ Go, go,” said Mabel, laughingly, as she
pushed her sister toward the door, “Mam-
ma must. bo dreadfully impatient, or she

'would not ring in*that way. Give her my
.love, and come to the garden, if you can.”

. Sho-waved her hand gayly, and flitted
out of the open door. The last thing Con-

ghribs outside.
An hour ¢r two later Mr, Nowell came

in, and fornd Constence mitting alone in her

usual seaf, busily engaged,in her usual work,

She looked up as he entered, and gave him
the same caution she had given Mabel,

“ Good-day, Francis, Don't make n
noise, please. Mamma is very unw
“Just a8 1 expected,” said Mr. Nowell,
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~with a little alr of triumph, %I said from

the first this would be the result of your.

islond folly. And Mabel--is ghe sick,
too?™

“The farthest In the world from it
answered his cousin, smiling. %I never
saw her look more blooming than she does
to-day. And I reaily don’t think the island
folly, a8 yom call it, had any thing to do
with mamma’s indieposition, It is jnek one
of her usual headaches.”

41t may be one of her usual headaches ;
but, no doubt, the exposure of last night
gave it to her. T am glad to hear that Ma-
bel is well, for I was afraid— Where is she?
In bed yet?”

% No, Bhe came down an hour ago, and
went info the garden. You will find her in

-the srbor, probably.”

“Won't you come with me? "

7 believe not. I must be within hear-
ing of mamma's bell.”

He went away without further apology,
for he stood very little on ceremony in: his
aunt’s house, and he was more anxions to
seo Mabel, and make some amends for his
ungracious refusal of the night before, than
he oared to acknowledge even to him-
self. The remembrance of his hardness had
tormented him unspeakably, end he went to
geok her in a strangely softened mood—a
mood which melted even his rugged face
into something like gentleness.

Constance’s swift needle had not trav-
elled dver more than one short seam, before
e returned, looking voxed and disappointed.

Yon pent me on a bootless errand,” he
spid. “Sheis not there.”

i Not there! ** repeated Constance, won-
deringly, “She must be there, for she is
ot in the house, and T am sure she has not
gone out. You dxd not look well, Fran-
cis,”

“T went to the arbor first, and then
walked round the garden,” he answered.

“If you don't call that looking well—But |.

she is not there. Rerhaps she'is np-steirs?

#tNo. Iwas in her reom ten minutes

ago. I assure you she went into the garden,

" and if she is not there she must have gone

on the river, Yet that cannet be, for I
asked her not to-do s0.”

“7 doubt if your asking would avail
mueh, if Mr. Conway brought his hoat and
persuaded her.”

“Yep, it would. Mabel mever broke a
promise in her life; and she promised me
1ot to go on the river this afternoon.” "

“ Promised ?

#Yea; promised.” S

“ Humph!’? said Mr. Nowell, dryly.
“ (Come, and let us see.”

“ Ag you please,” she answered ; “but I
know I am right.” :

She put aside her work, and went down
the garden-path to the arbor., Mabel had

‘been there, evidently, for a chair was drawn

before the table, where the volume ' of

‘Browning lay open, with. her handkerchief

and one of the blush-roses markmg the

| page.

“8he is near by somewhere,” sald Con-
stance; *‘in the orchard, perhaps™ And
she sent her voice through the calm summer

afternoon, with the clearness of a bell, call-

ing again and again lLer sister’s name, bul
no snswer was retirned.

“Now come down to the steps,” msaid
Nowell, who had stood by silent. *Per-
haps we may find some trace of her there,
despite your incredulity,”

Constance shook herhead ; but shewent

along with him, and they soon reached the
landing-place, which was as silent and de-
serted as the arbor. '

“You see,” she said, triumphantly.

-#Yes, I see,” answered her cousin, guiet-
ly, and be pointed to a mark on the wet
sand, which had evidently been lately made
by the prow of a boat.”

“You forget,” said Constance, “the
boat this morning,”

“That wag néver made by atwelve-oar
‘boat,” he replied, sharply. ‘I is the mark
of a gkiff; and, instead of being made this
morning, it hes been dona within the last
hour.”

T searcely think so.”

end, suddenly stooping down, he took up
something which lay just.at the foot of the
stepy, by the water’s edge. Turning to Con-
stance, he placed it 'in her hand.

1t was one of the blush-reses,

-Constance replied.

 Perhaps this will convinee you, then,”

A FAIRY

CHAPTER XV.
A FAIRY FLITTING.

“ Iz ig very inconsiderate of Mabel to go
(off and stay in this manner. It shows very
little regard for my sufferings, and still less
for my wishes. She knows that I quite dis-
approve of her going to Seytoh House with-
out & chaperone, now that there are so
miny gentlemen there. I really think, Con-
stance, that you might have interfered to
prevéent her doing so.”

It was Mrs, Lee who spoke thus, in the
most fretfal tone imaginable, as she and
Constance were taking breakfast at quite a
late hour, on the second day after the ball.
She had domewhat recovered from her ner-
vous headache, but had been fortunate
enough to find it replaced by sn important
grievance, in the shape of Mabel's non-ap-
pearsnce gince the evening before, She had
been talking in a stoady, quernlous stream
for some time. Now she stopped, and
looked at her danghter, as if demanding an
angwer,

¢ Indeed, mamma, I could not help it,”
“I was cccupied with
you,, and Mabel went without telling me
that she was going.”

“But it is very strange. Don’t you
think it is very sirange that she has not re-
turned ¢ 7 .

1 think it is a little strange,” said Con-
stance; “ but then Mabel must have had
somé good reason, wo may be sure. No
doubt Mr. Oopway eame for her in the boat,
and they wenﬂ farther than they intended,
and she wad obliged to stop at Seyton
House. I am glad she had prudence enough
1ot to come home after dark.

“But she might have come home be-
fore,” said her mother, reasonsbly enough
in substance, though for from ressonably in
tone. “And how do yon kmow that she
48 at Seyton House? "

4 There is nowhere else for her fo be.”

“ You might have sent to inquire, at all
events, and spared meo this anxiety, which

~will end by bringing back my headache.”

“Y would have sent, but I kept expect-
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ing her until dark, and, when I found she did
not come, it seemed soarcely worth while to
send old Uncle Jack two miles to find out
that she had stopped &t Seyton House.”

“But why have you not sent this morn-
ing?" ,

% Only because I mean to go myself, If
you want nothing just now, I will start at
once.”

“ And Mabel may be coming along the
river while you ars on the road.”

“Well, what shall I do, then? Ob,
here is Francia! I will gend him, He
won’t mind taking a little frouble—will
you, Francis? "

“Will T what ¢ asked Mr, Nowell, en-
tering at the moment.—* Good-morning,
aunt. I am glad to ses you down-stmrs. .
Will I what, Constance?”

“Will you set memma’s mind at rest by
going after Mabel 27

“What! Has not Mabel come home
et

“No. She must have spent the night
at Seyton House. I was going for her my-
golf; but mamma suggests I may miss her.
Now,.if you will take & boat, and go—"

“Of course I will,” said Mr. Nowell,
quickly. “Why did you not let me know
sooner? I would have gone last night, if I
had been aware that she did not return
home. Did nobody see her leave?”

“Nobody at all. But Nancy says she
heard the arrival and departure of a boat,
and a man’s voles talking with Mabel; so
it must have been Mr, Conway, and she
must have gone to Seyton House.”

“Yes,” said Mr, Nowell. “But you
ought to have let me know, nevertheless.
I will go at-once.” _

He was turning to Jeave the rootn, when
Constanee suddenly gave an exclamation of
pleasure and relef.

“Yonder is My, Conway now," she said.
“Of course Mabel is with him. No—she
ig not.” ,

' Then he hes come te let us know about

‘ her,” said Mrs. Lee.

And, as she spoke, Philip Conway erossed
the piazza, and stood in the open dgor,
“(ood-morning, Mrs. Lee—Miss Con-

| stance,” said he, advancing into the room,
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and glancing gquickly around, as he did so.
“Mr. Nowell, good-morning. I am glad to

see, lidies, that you have not suffered from [~

_ our dissipation. Miss Mabel ‘is mot indis-
posed, I hopo?™ -

He was astonished at the singular effeet
which this simple question produced. There
was an instant’s silence, while cold upon the
Leart of each of his three hearers flashed
the conviction that Mabel's absence, which
had seemed to them & moment ago only ““a
little strange,” was, in truth, unaccountable.
They gazed at Conway without speaking;
Mrs. Lee in bewildered surprise, Nowell
with stern sorutiny, and Constance with a
giartled and doubting lock, that was guite
inexplicable to him.. But she was the first
to recover self-possession, and the very hor-
ror of the undefined. dread which had mo-
rentarily seized her made her throw it off
with ineredulity.

She forced a laugh, as she exclaimed, in
a tone which, notwithstanding its cheerful-
ness, was not quite steady

. %1 was just going'to ask you sbout Ma-
bel, Mr. Conway. Why did she not come
with you? Mamma has been a little un-
easy about her.” :

Tt was Conway’s turn to be stricken
dumb with amaze and apprehension.

“T do not understand,” he said at last.
#T have not seen Miss Ma.bel Is she not at
héme?”

“Did you not come for her yssterday
afternoon? Ia she not at Seyton House?”.
asked Constance, eagerly. :

“Qertainly not. I have not seen her
since yesterday morning!”

Again there wes a moment of blank si-
lence, while glances of deepening astonish-
ment and dismay were exchanged, and again
- (Jonstance was the first to speak. By an ef-
fort, she spoke with composure,

“#“No wonder you are astonished, Mr.
Conway. I suppose we are looking and aet-
ing very strangely. DBut we cantot help
feeling o ‘lttle uneasy about Mahel, now
that we hear she is not at Seyton House,
Aré you swreshe is not there?” she cried,
suddenly. * Parhaps she told you jestingly
to say she was not. Bnt ‘no; that is not
tike—" - -

“'What do yon meanf ” demsanded Con-

way, in great agitation.
“Mabel left home yesterday afternoon,
and has not yet returned, We thought, of
course, that she had gone with you on the
river, and stopped st Seyton Houmse. She
must have gone with somebody else. Per-
haps the Estons or Bradfords called at the
landing, and persuaded her to.go with them,
Yes, she must have gone with them, It is
very foolish of us to be alarmed in this way.
—Franeis, go and bring her home. It is
foolish to be uneasy, but—" '

Mrs. Lee, who had sat as if paralyzed
during the preceding minutes, recovered the
power of speech, as she saw Nowell silently
hurry out of the room to do Constance’s
bidding.

¢ Ok, sho is drowned! I am sure she is
drowned!” she cried, in a shrill, excited
tone, “You sald you found that rose by
the river. She iz drowned. Oh my poor
child is drowned! "

“'What is that about the river?" de-

manded Conway, growing very pale. * For

God’s sake, tell mol ¥

Constance explained in a few words,
while, unnoticed by either of lier compan-
ions, Mrs, Loe went off inte something very
nearly approaching to vielent hysterics,

“Isee no reasonable cawse for alarm,”
Conway said, in a tone which reassured
Constance, although she observed how pale
he had become. “No doubt she went on
the river with some of Hor-friends, and, be-
ing late, spent the night with them. She
may coine in sy moment. Meanwhile, I
will look for her. Tell me where to go.”

Oonstanee ran over half%ﬁlﬂozen places
quickly, to not. one of whith, at another
time, would she have considered it probable
that Mabel had gone, and, almost before she
finished, Conway disappeared. Then she

called Naney, and sent her in another direc-

tion, while she herself ran down to the land-
ing in the vague hope of seeing Mabel com-
ing home, The deep, clear water made her
ghudder; and there was nothing to be seen,
8o she hastened back again into the house,
and found her mother just issning from the
front door bonnetless and distracted. :
© “Y must go and look for my cluld " she
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oried, vehemently, as Constance, caiching
her arm, tried to draw her back. ‘“Let me
go—I must look for her. O Mabel, Me-
bel, where are you?{ Mabel, don't you hear
mef  Mabel—"

“Mamma, hush! * safd Constance, and
she drew her into the sitting-reom by main
force, for her voice had risen at the last
words into a seream, which rang shrilly up
and down the quiet village street. ** Mam-
ma, for Hoaven's sake, don’s! We are very
foolish, I dare say. Mabel must be some-
where. She will be here presently—she is
sure to eome. Trancis and Mr. Conway are
both lookmg for her, and—O Father Law-
rence—""

She broke oﬁ' thus, as a shadow dark-
ened the door, and a tall, spare man, in the
garb of o Oatholic priest, came hurriedly in-
o the room.

# My child,” he said, “ T met your cousin

" on the street a moment ago, and the news

he told me has brought me at once—"'

{He has not found her then, father??

“No; but he was hurrying on to the
Br adfmds, hoping she might be there, My
dear child, I trnst you are not seriously
alarmed, for it seems to-me that the cause
for fear ig very slight.”

“But it is so unlike Mabel, father.”

“We cannot asy that. No exigency of
the sort has ever ocourred hefore—that is
all. We cannot judge; but I see your

“mother is quite overcome,”

“Bpeak to her, father. See if you can
reassure her,”

The good priest—for no one could look
in his face ang. meet his sweet, czlm glanes,
without feeliﬂ;aure that he was good—
drew noar, and bent over Mrs. Loee, who lay
on -the sofa. *My child,” he sald “my

" poor child, look up, You are very prema-

tore in this excess of grief. God is very
good to us, and never tries us beyond our
strength, I think Mabel will return, I
hope she will soon be in your arms. But,
meanwhile, try to make an act of resigna-
tion, and leave her to Him; try to remem-
ber—"

The click of the front gate at that mo-
ment made Congtance -spring to her foet,
The next ingtant she had left the room and
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met Nowell in the hall, FHs face told at
once that his search had been fruitless,

“Well 77 she gasped.

“J can hear nothing of her,” he an-
swered; “and I have been to every prob-
able house in town. Call Nancy at once,
and lot me hear her story of the hoat she
heard”

 Nancy is not herenow; I sent her out
also. I would have gome mysalf but Tnam-
ma—akh, there she is now!?

There was another click of the gate
as she spoke, and Naney eame up the walk
shaking her head dismally after the manner
of her kind.

“No news, Naney?”

“Nobody has seed or heard u thing of
her, ma'am. A grest many of the gentle-
men said they was coming to help look for
her, ma’am—but Mr. Nowell, he told ’sm
not—and the sweet child may be dead and
drownded—"

“Hold your tongue! ” said Nowell, short-
ly. *Yes, Itold them not to come. Ma-
bel is certainly not lost in that way. Now
tell me quickly and distmctly what you
know abouf 4 boat coming yoster da)r.after-
uoon *

“I knows no more *an I does know,”
said Nancy, sullenly. She could not bear
Nowell, and, even when her heart was
wrung with grief, the dislike came over her
at his peremptory tone “1 heard s boat
—that was all.” '

“But what did you see?”

“1 never seed nothing.”

“What did you hear, then? Be quick
ghout it} ”

“Tell every thing, Nancy, for Heaven's
soke!” said Constance.

Bo adjured, Naney told all, which was
briefly this: She had been ironing in the
kitchen, the afternoon before, and, ds her
table was just placed wnder an open window,
she had heard the grrival of & bont at the
landing-place. A little while after she was
crossing the yard to hang out some clothes,
oand then she caught the sound of voices in
the arbor, one of which was Mabel's, and
the other that of a man,  Here Nowell in-
torrupted her. Did she recognize the man’s
voice? No; she did not recognize it at all.
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It was not like anybody's ¥oice she knew; |
but then she didn’t pretend to know many
follks, Was it like Mr. Conway’s? Nancy
conld not say, knowing nothing about Mr.
Conway's voice. Well, what kind of talk-
ing did it secem to be? Very well pleased,

as far as she could judge. 'She heard them
both Jangh several times; and, the window
being open, she heard Miss Mabel’s voice
when they were going down to the boat.
Did she hear what they =2id? No, not 2
word, only a murmur of laughing and talk-
ing, and after a while the rattle of a chain,
a8 the boat was unfastened, and thesound
of oars in the water—that was all. Noth-
ing else? Nothing else at all.

“You may go, then,” gaid Mr. Nowell;
and, after she was gone, tossing her head in
high offence, he looked steadily and silently
at Constance.

“What is it, Francis?” she asked.
« For Heaven’s sake, speak! Any thing is
better than this.”

% Do you want to hear my opinion, Con-
stance ”

#Yes, yes—youn know I do.”

“Tt is that the viper you have been
nursing among you all has stung you atlast.
The man you have trusted has betrayed you,
a8 I told you,from the first, it was in himto
betray.”

“Do you mean Mr. Conway? »

“Who else should I mean? Who else

would Mabel accompany in the way you
Lave heard described ™.

“But, my God!—what do you suspeet
him oft ™

“How can I tell? I am not a villain,
and I cennot read o villain's heart, He may
have carried her off to marry her, and es-
tablish & claim on Mr. Seyton—or he may
have murdered her to put her out of his
way.”

“ Hush, hush!® cried Gonstzmoe, ex-
tending her hend with a gesture of horror.
% Q Francis, that you can be so cruelly un-

“just! You saw him when he heard the
newsy you saw his astonishment, his agita-
tion—he could not have simulated it.”

“T believe that he could simulate any
thing. I believe that he has carried off

even so much g8 a shadow of proof against
him—"

“Hush!? eried Constance again, and
there was atone of almost solerun command
in her voice.' "This is no time for such
threats. Who cares for proof against him ?
Find her for me, Francis—" and the voice
changed fo 2 wail of agony—* you do not
mean that any serious harm has befallen
hert?

He took her by the shounlders and put
her out of his path without a word. Then,
as he was going, he turned and looked back
at her, ' .

“You pray to God,” he said. “Igoto
find her.”

CHAPTER XVL
CONFLIOTING EVIDENCE,

TweNTy-roUR hours later, it was a very

weary and worn-out group of men who as--

sembled in Mr. Seyton’s library, where Mr.
Beyton himself sat, pale and hagpard, with
the wan, stricken aspeet of an old man,
under the sudden grief that had fallen wpon
him. After twenty-four hours of constant
search, not 4 trace of Mabel Lee had been
discovered; snd the searchers now as-
sembled after their fruitless exertioms to

taken next.

Besides Mr. Beyton, Philip Conway was
the only sitting figure; but he, who until
now had not taken a moment’s rest since
he first heard the news of Mahel's disappesr-
ance, was 80 utterly exhansted: that he had
flung himself half nneonsciously into o chair
as soon ae he ontered the apariment, and
gat in an atfitude of profound dejection—-his
hoad drooped, his eyes fixed on the floor,
and apparently heedless of all around. Near
him stood Ainslie, slowly drawing off a pair
of riding-gloves, and listening the while at-
tentively to Mr. Blake, who was briefly de-
tailing the failure of his efforts, though he
had spent the day and the night in the sad-
dlo—a fact which was at onee very evident,
for his boots were splashed with mud, his

Mabel, and, by the God above us, if I find

clothes covered with dust, and his usually

consult concerning what steps were to be
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ruddy and genial facé, hollow and_overcast.
Next to him Francis Nowell stood, leaning
on the back of a tall chair, in the seat of
which he had thrown his hat—a riding-
whip still in his hand, and his eyes fastened
steadily and ominously on the uvheeding
Conway. He, too, showed unmistakable
traces of the woar snd tear of physical fa-
tigue and mental suffering; and even his
friends might scarcely have reecognized in
his haggard face and sunken eyes the man
they were accustomed to see. The only one
of the group whose appearance had notf al-
tered in the least, but who seemed quite his
usnal self, with a shade, perhaps, of ad-
ditional solemanity, was Mr, Harding, whose
head and shoulders lodmed up behind Mr.
Seytons chair, He had made some pre-
tence of'j joining in the search the day be-
fore; but had returned fo the house in the
evening, and spent the night quietly in bed.

“There is no trace or clew whatever,
sir,” said Blake, “excepting the confused
story of & boat, which Mre. Lee's cook tells.
Miss Constance thinks that her sister must
have fallen into the river; and the Ayre
people are dragging the stream, But, for
my part—" -

Tt ie sheor folly!” broke in Nowell,
sternly. “They must be made to think
that Mabel could fall into the river, Tet

‘them drag it if they choose; but it Is not

there—it is not In the river—that she must
be sought.” ‘

“The matter is so unaceonntably myéte-
rions,” gaid Alnslie, *that it i3 slmost im-
possible to decide on our next course of ac-
tion. If we had only the faintest clew to

guide ns—but, I am afreid the eook’s story |-
- does not furnish one,”

“That remains to be seen,” gaid Nowell,
speaking in the same repressed voice as
before, and coming forwerd to the table
round which they were all grouped. * The
c0ok’s story proves this much,” he went on,
emphatically, “that some boat did arrive
on that afternoon, and that Mabel accom-
panied gome person or perzons on the river,
What we have to do is to find that boat,
and that person or those persons,”

“Well?"” said Mr. Seyton, in the tone
of ¥ g0 on”

“1 will begin, sir, by asking you to ac-
count for your own boat, which is the one
most likely to have been used, and by
requesting these gentlemen ™—he looked
round the table at Mr. Seyton's three guests
—“t0 be kind enough to tell us how they
were engaged on that afterncon.”

“Upon my-word, Mr, Nowell,” said Mr.
Harding, flushing up suddenly, “do you
mean to msylt us, gir§ "

“ Hush, {Harding1” said Mr. Ainsle,
guickly, *This question is 8 mere form,-—J
quite agres with yon, Mr. Nowell,” he went
on, turning to the young lawyer who stooed
before him, “Of course it is best to do so.
Shall we begin with tho boat, or with our-
selvest ™

“The boat is not here, and you ave”
answered Nowell, briefly, * We will waste
no time, if you pleass, but begin with your-
selves.—Mr, Seyton, will you eonduct the
examination ? " - ‘

Mr. Seyton started, for he had sunk
into abstraction, and looked up, as if sur-
prlsed

“Qerfainly,” he said. “DBub it seems
searcely worth while—Philip is the omly

her, and Philip spent the afternoon with
me, n

“ Begging your pardon, -ﬂll‘,” said Mr.
Blake, abruptly. *You forget that I called
to see you, and that you lost sight of Mr.
Conway for some time, while we sat on the
piazza,”

“But he was in thisroom. I left hun
here when I went out, and found him when
I returned.”

% Oun you vouch for his pregence during
that interval, sirg ™

“Blake !-—What do you mean ?

#1 mean, sir,” said Blake, with a cer-
tain dignity in his tono and manner, ¢ that

Mr, Nowell and I are both of one mind—
there's been black work here of some sort
or other, and if Mr. Conway does.not wish
to be suspected, he had better lift up his
head and clear himself at once,” :

The honest, indignant voice rang through
the room fesrlessly, and Conway liffed his

head quickly enough. At first his face indi-

one who would have been likely to go for

thig is no time for mincing matters, and that -
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eated only profound astonistiment, but as he
met the looks of “dark suspicion with which
Blake and Nowell were regarding him, he
rose gnd stood confronting them-—amaze-
ment, ineredulify, indignatiom, rage, and‘

scorn, chasing each other in quick BUGOES-

gion over his countenance. He seemed for
& moment ineapable of speech, but con-
tinued to gaze at the two men with eyes
literally blazing with passion, while the
large, veins rose and stood out like eords
upon bis clear, dark forehead.

Shocked by the aceusation just made,
Mr. Seyton was about to interfere, but be-
fore he had time to speak, Conway recov-
ered self-possession and anticipated him.
Unconsciously, perhaps, he drew himself
- up, and threw back his head, while the
glance which was fixed on Blake’s eyes
grew colder but more menacing. s whole
air, and his voice, when he spoke, were
different from his usual manner. Haughty
and grave, he locked ag he felt—the gentle.
man addressing his inferior,

“Did T hear you mention my name 8
moment ago, in & most extraordinary
way??” he said, in & tone so quiet that
. every ono present felt the slight but sensi-

ble thrill with which we listen to that low
_moaning of the wind which always pre-
" ¢edes the burst of a tempest’s fury, Mn
Harding turned a littlo pale, and shrank in-
stinetively behind bis uncle’s chair, But
Blakes did not flinch. :

“Yes, Mr. Conway,” he was commén-
cing, when Mr, Seyton stopped him,

“Not a word more, Blake!” lLe ex-
claimed, the first real anger he had ever

. - felt toward his faithful friend fisshing in his
oyes. “You insult mo, not less than my
nephew, by the infamous sceusation which
you dare to suggest.—My dear boy,” he
continued, rapidly, looking up at Conway,
" Siforgive him, for the sake of the motive
which prompts his zeal.”

- Bufore either Blake or 00nwa)r conltl
reply, Nowell laid his hand on the table,

- and addressed Mr, Seyton.

“ Bir,” hie-said, in & grave and measured
tone, “I,respect your feelings; I am sorry
to'shook them by what I am about to say.

- But- I must tie heard: My consin, whose

nearest relative and natural protector I am;
has suddenly and. mysteriously disappeared
from her home. I believe, and so does Mr.
Blake, that she was either forcibly abdusted
or treacherously wiled away by this manP—
he pointed sternly to Conway. “It is right
that you should hear a detail of the eirenm-
stances upon which thig belief is based, and
that he should have the opportunity of prov-
ing our suspieions to be unfounded before I
formally make the charge against him st a
legal tribunal. . The following are the facts
which I have gathered, and upon which my
accusation rests : First—Mabel has, for more
than -a month past, been in the habit of
going on the river almost every afternoom
with .this man; on no single cccasion hes
she gone with sny one else. Secomdly—

"Frank Eston and his sister heard ber make

an engagement to go boating with him.on
the afternoon in question, as they parted at
daylight, when returning from the ball,
Frank and Migs Eston will both testify to
this on oath. Thirdly—Mrs. Lee's servant
heord & boat come to the landing ab the
very time named when the engagement was
made; heard a man's voice laughing and
talking with Mabel in the arbor; hoard this
voice and Mabel’s own, talking as they went

down the parden-walk to the river; and-

heard the clink of the chain when the boai
was unfastened. Shortly afterward, I my-
gelf, together with her sister, saw the mark
of the boat on the sand at the landing, and
jost heside this mark I found a flower
which Constance recognized as one of a
cluster worn by Mghel that afterncon. An-
other ane of the same flowers was lying in
pn open hook which she had been reading
in the arbor. Lastly—By Mr. Blake's tes-
tithony snd your own admission, you lost
sight of Mr. Conway during a considerable
part of the afternoon—fully two hours and

--half, Blake thinks—duaring which time he

conld easily have taken the bost from her
mooring at the foot of the bluff, gone to
Mrg, Leels landing, and persuaded my eous-
in"to fulfil the engagement she had made,
returning in time to be in the library when
you rebntored it, What were. the motives
infloencing. him,-and how he has disposed
of Mabel, I pretend not even to copjecture.
r
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Here are facts, and I ask what Mr. Conway
-has to say regarding them$” '

% That your suspicion i3 not so inexcus-
able as I thought before hearing the ciroum-
stantial evidence in support of it, and con-
-gequently I will endeavor to satisfy you,
Mr. Nowell, that in this ecase, as in many
others, circumstantial evidence is mislead-

-ing,” -answered Mr. Conway, in his' usual

frank manner. e had listened to Nowell,
w¢ had Mr. Seyton, with a surprise which
soon traoscended every other emotion, ac-
knowledging mentally that the young law-
-yer was not merely excusable but perfeetly
Jjustified in entertaining a suspicion which
wore steh o plansible appearance. As he
thought thus, his brow relaxed from the
heavy frown that contracted if, the expres-
sion of his face grew clear and open, aad ko
continged in his natursl tone of voice:
“Your information concerning the en-

'gagdment made by Miss Mabel Lee to go

bosting with me is porfecily correct, I
mentioned this engagement that morning
ab breakfust, as you, sir, may remember? "
e turned to Mr. Seyton.

“ Certainly! ” answered the latter.

* My unele,” procesded Conway, “ob-

Jected fo my taking Miss Mabel out that |-

day, saying that, after the fatigue of the
night before, she ought to rest, e even
desired that I would not call upon her. He
wes going to send Abderson to Ayre in the

afternoon, he said, and would tell him {o

stop at Mrs. Lee's and inquire how the la-
dies were. And he added that, if I was

. concerned at breaking my engagement, An-
Jerson could take my apologies to Miss Ma-

'be .1’

Again he tarned to Mr. Seyton, who
said, mournfully: *Yes, I remember.
Would to God I had let you go!” And
Conway know, from the tone as well as
the words, that there did not exist in his

. uncle’s mind a shade of distrust toward

him. .
“Ag I was leaving the breakfast-room,”

.he went on, *T met Anderson, and request-
el him to comé to me for a note which I
Avished to send to Ayrs, when hewent there

in the afternovn, and accordingly be came
to me in the library at the time that my

uncle was occupied with Mr. Blake.~You,
Mr, Nowell, have adduced the statement of
Mrs. Lee’s servant, that she heard a boat at
the landing in her mistress's garden, s men’s
voice, and the departure of Miss Mabel. I
will prove to you on equally relizble testi-
mony, that of my uncle’s valet, that I was
in_this room a very short time beforo my
uncle returned to it from the piszza, and
that he, Anderson, sew Miss' Mabel Leo af-
ter he had discharged the errand that took
him to Ayre—having enlled at Mrs, Lee's,
he assured me, just before heleft town to
refurn home—at lesst an hour after he left
me here in the library,—With your permis-
gion, sir, I will ring for Anderson.”

Mr. Soyton nodded hizs head, Conway
rang, and Anderson, whose business it was
to answer the library-bell, soon made his
appearance, and approached the group sur-
rounding his master, with a very solemn
and rather startled expression of counte-
nance. )

 Anderson,” ssid Conway, quietly—for
he wished to put the-man af hisg.case—" An-

derson, do you remember what time it was

when you saw Miss Mabel Lce, on Thursday
afternoon § "

“Yeos, sir,”” was the prompt reply, “I
called at Mre, Lee’s the last thing before I
left town, and it was just six o'clock, I
heard the town clock striking while I-was
waiting in the garden for Miss Mabel to an--
swer your note,” ‘

% You are sure it was six o'clock 7 said
his master, '

“Pm sure of it, sir. I counted every
strike of the clock, for Mr. Jones wasn't af
home when I went to his office, and—"

 Never mind about Jones. Might you
not have been mistaken in oountmg the
clock?”

“XNo, sir; I know I wase’t mistaken.
I noticed particular about the time, becanse,
if you recollect, sir, you told me to hurry
and get baek, if T counld, before Mr. Blske
left, so that he could hear what Mr. Jones
said. I started fromhere just a little before
five. When I come for Mass Phil’s note I
looked at the clock there, and it -wanted ten

minuted to five; and I know I thought I

could ride fast, and git back by six, but
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Tad to run about so Defore I could find Mr.
Jones that it was six when I got to Mrs.
Lee'a.”

 And you saw—"

Mr, Seyton’s voice failed, He could not
pronounce the name of his logt darling, He
cleared his throat, and said, * Whom did
yon see first ot Mrs. Lees?™

“] gaw Miss Constence first, sir. She
was coming down-stalrs as I went up the
front walk. She come to the front door to

" meet me, and after I had asked how they
a1l was, I handed her the note for Miss Ma-
bel. She took if, and then she give it back
to me, and told me to go on through the
house into the garden and that I world find
Miss Mabel in the arbor. I went and found
"her there, and give her the note, and, after
shoe read it, she started to go in the house
to answer it. Itold her I was'in a greab
hurry, and asked her not to be long, if she
pleased, and she laughed and said, ¢ Well, if
you're in such a hurry, Anderson, I'll just
tear a leaf out of this book and write with
a pencil; but you must be sure and-tell
your Mass Phil that it's mot my fault I
gend him auch a note! So she tore cut a
leaf and wrote on it, and told me o e sure
and not lase if, and not te let anybody but
Mass Phil see it, And then I hurried
home,”

“ And you counted the clock striking
six while you were in the garden?” .-

“Yeg, sir. While Miss Mabel was writ-
ing the note,”

“You rode to Ayre?” asked Nowell

“Yes, sir. I went a-horseback!”

- “There is one place on the road where
there ig a very good view of the river, just
this side of town, you know. Did you no-
tice the river—if there were any boats on
itg® .
“No, sir. I didn’t notice the river go-
ing or coming, Twasina hurry both times,
and was lookmg straight before me all the
fime.”
- 4 That will do,” said his master, and An-
deraon retired.

- As soon ag the door closed on his exit,
Mr, Seyton raised himself in his chair with
a look of more energy than he had yet ex-
hibited. I hope, Mr, Nowell and Mr.

Blake,” he said, in a tone of cold displess-
ure, “that you are now satisfied. Ander-
son's word would not be received in a court
of justice, it is tre, but if your acumen does
not go so far as to suspect my pephew or
myself of suborning his evidence, perhaps
you may give it the same credit which you
sceord to that of Mrs, Lee's cook, who is
also ineligible in law as & witness; and if,
further, you do not suspeet me of collusion
with my nephew in the commission of the
crime of which you. have accwsed him, you
may possibly accept my testimony as cor-
roborating what Anderson says relative to
time., It happened that, as T am not fond
of husiness, and Blake was talking of busi-
ness all the while he was with me, I looked
at my watch repeatedly. I had it in my
hand when Anderson came to me for the

measage he was to take to Ayre. It was

then fifteen minttes before five o'clock.
My watch and that timepiees P—he pointed
to the clock over the mantel— generally
rim very well together: Saying that T de-
tained Anderson five minutes giving him
my directions, and I think that was about
the length of time thus occupied, he would

-have entered the room precisely at ten min-

utes to five, as he said. And half an homr
afterward, by my watch, Blake took leave,
and I came in from the piazza. That isto
say, ot twenty minutes after five I found
my nephew where I had left him an hour
and three-quarters before, for Blake is mis-
taken in his estimate of the time spent in
the piazza; I looked at my watch when I
left the room and when I returned, There
was an interval of one hour and three-quar-
ters only. And from twenty minutes after
five o’clock until bedtire, Philip was not out
of my presence, If you do not reject An-
derson's testimony, and will bear in mind
that he saw my goddanghter at six o'clock,
you must acknowledge, Mr, Nowell, that it
proves an alibi.”

Nowell and Blake exchanged glances.
Neither of them entertained a shade of
doubt as to the truth of Anderson’s state-
rent. An alibi was proven—iha? they
could not dispute, It wes clear that Con-
way had not been himself the active sgent
in Mabel'sabduction or elopement ; but not

‘oried Mr. Harding, indignantly,
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the less wére they confident of his guilt.
His astonishment when the charge was
made, and the candor with which he after-
ward admitted that ciroumstances afforded
some ground for suspicion, they considered
only a part of the plot—a apectmen, perhaps,
of his powera of dissimulation,

After a momentary pause, Nowell spoke,
in a tone as cold as Mr. Seyton's own,

“Wa aocept Anderson’s testimony, sir.

© It proves an alibd, undoubtedly,” he said.
. “Ifyou do not objoot, I will, av & matter

of form ¥—he laid a slightly ireuical empha-
sis on the last words—* ask o few questions
of yourself and these other gentlemen before
we go to examing the boat. Mr. Conway,
it secems, spent the afternoon and evening

. with you}se]f " Were Mr. Ainslie and Mr.
' Harding algo with you? "

“Mr. Ainslie was on the termee all the
afternoon, I understand.  COyril was riding

. and came in about dark, or a little after,

We all spent the evening together.”

“You were on the terrace all the after-
noon, My, Ainslie?™ 4

“I was, though I don’t know that I ean
produce- any witnesses to the fact,” Ainslie
angwered, quietly.

“The terrace commands & view of the
river for some distance up and down. You
would have noticed any boats passing, I
suppose? "

“I think so. I cannot say.with cer-
tainty that none passed, for I was reading,
and, being thus oeccupied, they might have
escaped obgervation, But I think that any

- movement on. the river would have attract-

ed my atfention.”

Y hope Mr. IIardmg will not consider
himself insnlted, if I ask him where he spent
the afternoon.” .

41 spent it riding," said Mr. Harding.

“Riding? That is rather indefinite
Riding where?

“Really, Mr, Nowell, I am not acous-
tomed—"? . >

“Tell him and be done with it, Oynl ”
interruapted his uncle, sharply.

“ But it is impossible for me to tell him »
- 41 hardly
know myself, T felt badly, sud I thought g

ride might help me, so I had 2 horse saddled

and set out. I went some gonsiderable dis-
tance, and was late petting back—that is
all"

“But you surely know the direction yon
fook "

“I took the high-road leading to Ayre,
but after & while I struck into the woods,
gkirted some fields, rode along the river
bank, and came back by a large mill. I
hope that is snficiently explicit! ?

Y But id you mee} no onof ¥ :

“I met & good many peaple, but I knew |
nono of them, Good Heavens | Mr. Nowell,
surely I am the last person in the world you
would connect with suck a matter as this!
What possible concern' could I have with
Miss Loe? And as for her going on the
river with me, I'd hardly have been lkely
to ask her, after the manner in Wlnch she
treated my last invitation.”

“I do not suspect yon in the least, Mr.
Harding, but you ought to clear yourself
{from even a shadow of doubt.”

“What doubt can there be? Everybody
kmows that for weeks past I have scaroély
soen Miss Lee. It seems to me that my
cousin Thilip is the only one likely to know
any thing of her movements, considering, at
least, that I overheard a declaration of love
which he made to her the night of the
ball.”

Mr. Boyton startede and looked up at
Conway inquiringly.

%It is true,” his nephew responded to,
that look, “though I did not expect thab
you would hear in this way, or that my
worthy cousin had been playing the eaves-
dropper.” ' His eyes, full of eloguent scorn,
glanced from tho face of Mr. Seyton to the
smooth visage at his shoulder, and then
back again. *Y¥or a month past,” he con-
tinued, meeting his uncle’s gaze steadily,
“I have been aware that you paw and dis-
countenanced my admiration for your god-
daughter. I knew, or thought I knew, that
it would be useless to attempt to obtain your
approval of my suit; and I felt that you
might, not unreasonably, condemn my con-
duoet if T persisted in prosecuting it, with the
full knowledge that Ler family and you your-
self would never consent to her marrying me,

I determined to leave Seyton House, to re.
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turn to Europe ; and I should have left more
then & week ago, had not Mabel, one day
when I mentioned my intention to hersister

T would remain until after the ball, Very
reluctantly T consented to delay my de-
partme, resalving to guard every word and
Jook in mhy association with her. I would
willingly have abjired her society altogether,
but it was impossible to do this without
exciting her own wonder and the remark
of others, Therefore, I could only avoid
© it partially. But I adhered strictly to my
resolution, until the night of the ball. On
that evening I met her in the belief that I
saw her for the last time, for I designed
leaving thé next day, and meant fo take no
‘formal farewell of her,” he paused & moment,
and his hitherto pale cheek flushed crimson.
“The exoitement of the hour "—he went
on hurriedly—“the thought of the approach-
ing separation—overcame my self-control.
1 was wrong — that I acknowledge, sir.
Bat, before you ¢ondemn me utterly, re-
member what the temptation was, and how
long I had resisied it.” ~ |
Mr, Seyton had listened with evident
emotion while his nephew spoke. To his
ear, at least, tho recital, .both in manner |,
and matter, had in it the ring of trath.
And, “thought, quick-winged as lightning,”
filled in the bare outline sketched by Con-
way of the 'siruggle maintained with a
temptation the strength of which lie, of all
men, could best understand. . The memory
of his own love for one who was the pro-
totype of:Mabel, came so vividly upon him,
that he was obliged to steady his voice for
- a moment before angwering.
% Yes, you were wrong,” he said, gemtly;
“and a men who himself has never strug-
_glad with and been conquered by passion,
might condemn you. I am nob that man.
I forgive you freely.”
Hé extended his hand, and pressod warm-
Iy the one which so eagerly grasped his own.
Qonway was deeply affected by his uncle's
generous ‘trust and sympathy, and his voice
faltered alittlo as he cortinued:
T ¢ught to have told you ab onmce of
t‘ms, and so I intended. But one trifiing

L4
speaking to you in private, until just before
Mr. Blake camein, At the moment that he

«J recollect,” said Mr. Seyton, “your
asking if I would give you my attention, as
you had something to say to me, and I re-
member belng struck by your manner.
This, then, wss the communication you
were about to make?”
“1f was, I—"
He stopped. The color, which had &
moment before rushed to his face, as guick-
ly ‘disappeared. ~ A sudden faint sickness
came over him, objects grew dim before his
sight, and he hastily sat down, He had not
tasted food for twenty-four hours, but it
was 1ot physical exhanstion which thus af-
fected him. The soft summer air, entering
the room through the windows, bore with
it a sound that cansed all of the growp of
men, even the solemnly phlegmatic Mr,
Harding, to shudder involuntarily. Mr.
Seyton bent his head forward, and covered
his eyes with one hand, while the haggard
fuce of Nowell became, if possible, more
rigid and colorless than before.
distance, but yet perfectly distinct, and bit-
terly slgmﬁcant to the ear, came the report
of & heavy volley of musketry. At the
earliest dawn, crowds of the town and coun-
try people of Ayre and its vicinity, had
gathered along the bank of the river, drag-
ging it a1l the way from Mrs. Lee's landing
o the island—a @istance of more than s
mile—but to no purpose. Something over
thirty-six hours having elapsed since the
time at which it was supposed that Mabel
might have been drowned, they were now
firing into the stream, to thé end that the
vibration of the water, following the concus-
sion so produced, might cause the body to
riso to the surface. As Ayre did not pos-
gess even n gingle field-piece, volleys of
musketry were substituted for the boom of
cannon, but these volleys were so heavy
that, the day being unusually still, they
were distinctly audible at Seyton House.
Nowell was the first to recover himself,
and there was a tone less of harshness in his
voice as he ssid, ¥ We will go and examine
the boat!” He did not believe that Mabel

ditoumstance after another prevented my

waa drowned—indeed, he scoffed at the idéa;

entered the ibrary I was about to fell you.” -

“way went to Ayre on the morning of the

Duolled by

. might have been entered heére, and, by keep-

~ have  effectually eluded your observation
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and would not have hesitated a moment
to stake his own life on the opposite opin-
ion; he was menfally anathematizing the
people who were, he' consldered, * making
fools of themselves,” by prosecuting their
gegrch for her body, as he led the way to
where the boat was made fast—but yet that
sullen boom, boots, now recurring at shorb
intervals, realized to him with fresh inten-
sity the torrible fact that Mahel was missing,
and seemed to his heart, thongh. not fo h1s
wmind, like volleys over her grave.

—_—

OHAPTER XVII
UNDRER STBPIOION.

Tary fdund the boat moored at the foot
of the Lluff, where the servants who were
called up said it had been ever since the
ball, and that after that night it had not, to
their knowledge, bean used until Mr. Con-

second day.

“You sce as how we was all monstous
tired, sir,” said Austin, “ond pretty néarly
everybody got enough of rowin’ the night be-
fore. I'd takemy Bible oath on it that none.
of the white folks tfouched her, sir; and I'm
gtill mere egrtain that none of the black ones
did.”

“You are perfectly sure of this? ?

i As sure as if it was the last word I
ever spoke, sir.’

“1 hope yon are satlsﬁed Nowell " said
Mr. Seyton, wearily.

% No, sir! I shall never be satisfied un-
til I have lzid open the whole devilish plot,”
Nowell answered,—*“Mr, Ainslie, the boat

ing close along the bank under the willows,

from the terrace,”

“Porhaps s80,” said Ainslie, “for I con-
fess I paid very little attention to the river,
or to any thing else, for that matter, on the
sfternoon in question.”

* CQotne, Blake,” said Nowell, abrupf.lv
“we gre wasting time. Wa Wﬂl take the
boat avd go ot once to Ayre—

ach of stepping into the boat, for at fhis me-
ment a breathless servant came running up.

Y Please, sir, there’s some gentlemen to
see you,” he panted, addressing his master;
“and they say as how they've. got some
pa'tie’lar news for you,”

News! What a sharp pang—half of
hope, half of fear—went through the hearts
of three at least of the group of men! They
locked at each other for one-instant, saw
the same thought flash into the: eyes of each,
and furned swiftly and silently toward the
house. The three others followed; the
-three whose thoughts were known only to -
themselves and to God—and it chanced that
Mr. Harding walked alone, while Ainslie
and Conway brought np the rear together.

“Phil,” said the former, after a mo-
ment's silence, “I detest half-confidences.
You never told me about any declaration ;
on the contrary, you expressly said that yon
had no infention of making one.”

“No, I did not tell you,” Conway an-
swered, * principally because I saw the folly
of it so plainly that I did not care to hear
an echo of my own thoughts from yon. Be-
gides, I had not time. It was all s0 unex-
pected. I committed myself before I knew
what I was about, the other night, and then .
—but what is the good of telking of it? I
never knew -how dear she was fo me until
now—mnow, when I eannot fell whether she
is dead or alive, but when I would give up
every hope of fortune, and liveto the endof
my existence a slave and a dradge, only o
seo her beside me again )

Ainglie looked at him mtently—-—]ooked '
at him, as it voomed, & litile coriously, )Y
think you mean it—for the time,” he smd
affer a moment.

“I mean it for any thne, and all tlme,
answered the other, ‘ AndT only wish I
might be taken at my word. You should
never hear me complein if I had to hew
wood or draw water for my daily food.
And yet thege miserable fools really snspect
me of having made away with her,”

*I wonder what they suppose your ob-
ject to have beenf” - -

“The devil only kmows! I suppose, m
the first place, they pitched npon me ds a

He ceased speaking, and stood stillin the
7

subject of suspicion, becanse of thelr great

.
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good-will toward me. Though,” he added,
with gloomy indifference, “‘that lawyer
mado out a pretty strong case against me, if
I hed not been able to prove an alibi. I
don't blame him for snspecting me under
such circnmstances, but I do think he is a
fool not to be convinced of his mistake, of-
ter all that he has heard.”

“He is Llinded by jealousy. There is
somé exonse for him in that fact. Now,
Phil, don’t let his example infect you.
Don't lose your head and your temper, as
you come very near doing a while ago.
Keep cool, whatever they say, Their accu-
sations can do you no harm in the end; dnd
Nowell, 28 Miss Lee's cousin, has a elaim on
your-forbearance. As to that fellow Blake,
not_being a_ gentleman, he is beneath your
resentment.”

# Yes,” said Conwuy, listlessiy. “Ah!™
he cried, the moment after, with an energy
and passion so new to him that his friend
was quite startled—“ahl I am not think-
ing of their preposterous aceusation, but of
her!. Ralph, tell me what you think?" he
went on in a tone of great agitation. ““ You
do not believe it possible, do you, thai she
eould have been—oounld have fallen mto the
river}”. ]

Ainslie hesitated. |

“TIt is hard to say,” he replied at last,
“hat I—am inelined to think so.” -

4T do not, I cannot believe it,” said
Conway, passionately, “I go with Nowell
that far. I think that she has been ab-
ducted!” and he glanced with a dark frown
at Harding, who was just disappearing
through the library-door, a little in advance
of them. =

Ainslie shook hiz head. * He may he
knave-enough, but I doubt if he has nerve
enough, for such & business.”

-, “We ghall seel
find her, end T think Nowell i3 not less so.
Betweon us, we shall succeed, sooner or
later.”

Ainslié had no time to reply, for at that.

moment they . entered the library, where

quite & number of gentlemen  were assem-

bled. Governor Eston was spesking.
““'The man to whom I allude,” he said,

“an entirely honest and respectable man,

I am determined to

named Jacob Stone, declares, and is willing
to. testify on oath, that, as he was coming
home in his boat shortly before sunset, on
Thursday afternoon, he passed a skiff con-
taining Mabel Lee and a man whose face he
did not see, but whose figure reminded him
very much of—" -

way in the open door before himj and, as
he paused, the latter stepped forward
“Finish your sentenee, sir, I beg,” he

him?e" .

The governor bowed with very stately
but rather stiff courtesy.

“T regret to suy,” he answered, *“that
it was of yourself Mr, Conway.”

“And he is wﬂlmg to testify that, on
oath? "

catch even & glimpse of the face of her com-
panion, but he took it for granted that it

‘waos yoarself, And he remarked, what has

‘often struck others, that a great similarity
exists in the figures of you three gentle-.
men."”

“ And is he certain that it was one of
them?” asked Mr, Nowell. ‘

The governor hesitated before replying,
but after a while he spoke slowly :

“Yes,” he said. “Heis absolutely cer-
tain that it was one of them.”

“In what direction was the boat going?
‘Where did he pass them?” asked Mr, Sey-
ton? ‘It seems to me that is of far more
importance that any thing else.”

and he passed them o short distance below
Morford’s Landing. It is very terrible and
very strange, Mr. Seyton—we soarcely
know what to think. Ayreis more excited
than I ever remember it to have been; and
the whole town is busily engaged in drag-
ging the river. But this information entire-
1y sets at rest the guestion of her having
been drowned.”

4 Tf geta ot rest the question of aec:den-
tal drowning,” said one of the other genile-

would most probably have been throw,n jnto

the river,” .

He pansed suddenly on perceiving Con-

said.  “Of whom did the figure remind '

“Noj he expressly says that he is cer- -
‘tain only of Mabel’s identity. He did not

“They were coming in this direetion,

men, “but, if she was murdered, her body
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““ Pray, my good sir, spate us,” said the
governor quickly, for he saw how white
and shuddering Mr. Seyton looked, as he
sat down in'his chair, I hope gll may yet
be well, but—Mr, Nowell, are youa leaving 7

“Yes,” said Nowell, as he took up his
Liat, and torned toward the door. “J am
going to Morford’s Landing.—Good-morn-

- ing, Mr. Beyton. I will see you soon again.

—Good-morning, gentlemen,”

“Mr, Ainslie,” said Mr. Blake, “are you
coming with me@--or iz it you, Mr. Hard-
ing?™

“ Does not Mr. Conway take any part in
the search?” asked the governor, signifi-

eantly, as hiz glemoe turned on Conway,

who stood epart from the rest.

 He was in the-saddle all night,” began
Ainslie; but, before he could say more, Con-
way advanced into the centre of the room,
until he stood beside Mr., Beyton’s chair,
Then, facing the entire group, he spoke for

‘himself:

“T understand the suspicion with which
You all regard me,” he said, ** and the man-
ner in which you have judged and ocon-
demned me while in profound ignoranece of
any thing save the fact that Miss Lee has
disappeared. Why this is so, only your-
selves can tell. Mr. Nowell had indeed
strung together a somewhat plausible-look-
ing array of ‘ suspicious circumstances,’ hut
I proved to him, in 2 manner to satisfy any
reasonable mind, that T wag bere in this
very room during the whole of the after-
noon upon which Miss Lee disappeared,
Moreover, I can prove, by my consgin, Mr,
Harding, who has already done me the fa-
vor to festify to the faet”—he could not
quite répress an intonation of sarcasm in his
voice—* that I proposed: to and was ac-
cepted by Miss Mabel Loo on the night of
the ball. How smy sane man eould suspect
me of abducting or murdering the woman
who was my affienced wife, it passes my
powers of imagination to conceive. That—"

“ Excuse me,” interrnpted Mr. Harding,
at’ this point, to the surprise of Conway
himself, and that of his whole audiensc—
*exonge -me; Philip, if T eorrect what is no
doubt an inadvertent mistske on your part,

" but which I'feelit vight to rectify. I did not

testify to the tact of your having proposed
to and been accepted by Miss Mabel Lee,
but only to your having msade g declaration
of love to ber. It was by the merest chance
that I overheard this deelaration, and I hur-
ried away without waiting to hear her ve-
ply. T was looking for her to return her
fan, which had come into my possession by -
accident, but when I heard your—that is,
the subject of your—conversation, I did not
wish to intrude my presence upon you, and :
o I retired at once.”

“Ab, I comprehend!” said Conway,
scornfully, *VYou mesn fo insinuate that,
though I offored myself, T was not nc-
copted 2 7

“No” answerad Mr. Harding, hastily,
growing very red, and speaking with some
indignation—*no; I mean to insinuate no
such thing! I only corrected the mistake
and made the explanation, because you
spoke as if—as if you thought my hearing
the comversstion between Miss Lee and
yourself was intentional,” -

Conway did not reply to this spesch, but,
taking out a russian-leather pocket-bock,
he extracied thence a small folded paper;
and addressed Mr. Seyton. ‘‘Hero is the
.note which Anderson brought to me on
Thursday afternoon. Will you read 1t gir,
and satisfy whomscever it may concern,
whether Miss Lee was engaged to me pr
notd

Mr. Seyton took the note, but, hefore he ’
had time to read it, he was interrupted by
the entrance of Anderson, who, hastily ap-
proaching him, said : ,

“Mr. Martin’s ont here, sir, and wants
to see you. Itold him you was busy and
conldn’t be disturbed, but he says he's got
something to tell you, and, if you can’t see
him, will Mr. Blake come thera directly § "

“Bring him in at once,” said Mr. Sey-
ton, with mingled eagerness and approhen- ,
sion, And he laid the paper which Conway
had given him on the table at his side, .

Anderson retarned to the open door,
and ushered in the overseer, who was walf-
ing just outside, it- appeared. A rough but
good-natured looking man, with honest face:
#nd open manner, he 'took off' his. hat as he

advanced into the apartment, nodded short.
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_ 1y to the company in general, and more re-
spectfully to Mr. Seyton and Mr. Blake, his
eyes resting on the former for an instant
with an expression of compassipnate wonder
at hig sltered appearance, and then, turning
to Blake: .

“You know the flat-boat that was lost
the night of the ball, Mr. Blake? »

_ Blake nodded..

JWell, it's found; and this he‘m was
found in 1t——stuck fast to the bottom in
some wet mud.”

He extended, not to Blake, but to Mr,
Beyton, what the latter. took to be'a piece
of wet clay-soiled black lace, crushed to-
gether into an unsightly lump, until he had
it in his hand, when he saw that it was a
half-length glove of the kind then univer-
sally worn in snmmer by ladies, Gazing b
it with a shudder, unable and unwilling to

identify it as Mabel's, he turned to Conway, |

and gaidin a low tone, * Look at it, and see
if you think it is hera.” :
Conway shuddered, too, as he received
it frorn his' uncle’s outstretched hand, He
examined it closely, ut, so far as the glove
iteelf Wda concarned, thore was nothing by
which e oould identify it, = Mabel wore
such gloves, he knew, but so did every lady
of his scquaintance. Mechanically, he en-
deavored fo straighten it out, the betfer fo
Judge:of its size and shape, and while doing
. 80 he found that it encloged some foroign
© aubstaied, to which it was pasted firmly by
- thé half-dry mud. Crumbling this mud off,
he stacted at the sight of a note—his own
note, a he divined by instinet at the very
first glimpse. He extricated it with some
difficulty from -the -inside of the glove,
_ opened it, gavo one look at the blurred but
perfictly: legible writing, snd placed if in
hisuntle’s hand: “The glove-is hers,” he
said, -#Seel . That is. my note, written to
her onThursday,” He pointed o the date,
which, Mr. Seyton read, snd then spoke
eagerly’'to the ovorseer.,
4 When: and where wagthe boat found g
he exclaimed. -
4 Why, yousee, sir, the boat was missin’
8 Thursday moérnin’, the day efter the ball,
and as shie’s aright new bost that Mr. Blake
had had built after a notion of his own, snd

go light that two honds cen maenage her
eagy, though she’s big, why, he didn’t like
the loss of her; and he spoke pretty sharp
when I reported it to him, and said it was
keerlessmess on my part_not to ov looked
after things better, for that no doubt the
hands had got ont of her ina Imn'y,' and
mebbe not fastened her at all, or—"

“But where was she fonnd?" inter-
rupted Mr. Beyton, who, having lstened
very impatiently so far to this -irrelevant
tirade, could contain himself no longer.
From the force of habit, he looked up at
Blake, ss much as to say, “ Make him come
to the point!” To which adjuration Blake
replied by a slight negative motion of the
hoad, signifying, ‘Lot him tell his story his
own way, or he'll never get fo the end of
it.” And the man, unconscious of this by-
play, replied :

“T'1t eome to that presently, sir. Well,
Mr. Blake he thought she hadn’t bin fast-
ened proper. He zaid all the niggers was
on their hoads lest night; and that I must o
bin on mine too, not to o noticed what they
was about, and that he'd no doubt they'd

just flung the chain round the stake, with-

out pretendin’ to fasten it into the staple.
I didn" think so, because Old Ike and Big
Jim was the boat-hands, and there ain’t two
better or more dependable boys on the
whole plantation, snd they said they hitched
her up just as usual. Well, when I heered

yesterday mornin' that Miss Mabel was -

migsin’, T couldn’t help thinkin' that mebbe

her bein' gone, and the boat's bein’ gone,

had somethin’ to do with one another; and
T sent Old Tke and Big Jim down . the river
in & conoe yesterday evenin’ late, to M.
Dawson's plantation, to make inguiries

whether anybody there had peed or heered:

of the boat's goin’ by there. The boys
hadn’t got half-way to Mr. Dawson's be-
fore they mot Andy Campbell on his raft,
comin’ up for & load of timber, and he had
the flat towen on behind him, and said he
had picked her up sway down the river,
and knowed her, and was bringin’ het home
a8 he passed gom‘ up-the river.. Well, it
was after dark when Old Ike and Big Jxm
got back, and I wasn't gt home, and. didn't
git ‘homre this. mornin’ il after Trealkfast,

TUNDER SUSPICION. 101

for T was scourin’ the country all night with
a party of hands, lookin’ for some trace of
Miss Mabel, When I did git home, I found

. the boys waitin' for me; and when I heered
" their story I was a most of Mz, Blake’s way

of thinkin’, thaj the flat had got loose and
floated off dows the stream; but I thonght
I'd go and take alook at her, and you see I
found that in her "—he pointed to the glove
—+t*and, what’s more, there’s bin people and
horses, too, in her sence we used her our-
selves, Wednesday night, because it was
very dry weather then, and the boat was as
clean as she could be, and there was nothin’
to dirty her.. And now she’s full of mud,
and there’s the plain tracks of wheels and
horses’ feet—yes, and men’s feet, too! And
it's my opinion,” he concluded, gravely,
s that Miss Mabel was carried off down the
river in that boat.”

Most of the gentlemen shook their heads-

at this ides, and Governor Esten explained
to the man that it was impossible, because
of ‘the story of Jacob Stone, who was posi-
tive that he had seen Mabel in a skiff)
adding, “ You know he is not the sort of

man to tell a cock-and-bull story, or to be

mistaken in what he so positively says. For

my part, I am just as firmly convinced that

ghe was in the skiff, as if I had seen her
mygelf.”

“] don’t dispute it,” returned Martin,
“ Btone's not the man to tell a lie, one way
or another, I know. ALY say is, ghe might

. & bin in the skiff when he saw her, and she

might a bin in the flat afterward. And I'd
like to know, governor, how yoa'd account
for her glove bein’ in the flat, if she hadn't
bin ip it herself? ”

“That I can’t account for,” said the
governor. * Thatis strange, certainly.—You
are sure it is her glove, Seyton?” -

For answer, Mr. Seyton held out to his
ingpection the back of the note upon which
the addreas,

¢ Miss Maper LEE,
’ 1] Ayre,”
was legible at 2 glance.

“ And Mr, Conway recognizes this ss a

‘note written by himself? * asked the .gov-

ernor, in & very non-committal tone.
Mr, Beyton turned the other side, and

folding it back, so that the signature snd
date were exposed, he again held it out for
the inspection of all who were inclined to
examine it, Then he put it on the fable
beside:the one alresdy there, rose from his
seat, placed his hand on.Conway’s shoul-
der, and, so standing, sddressed the com-
paazy.

“Before we proceed further with the
subject of the bort, I must ask you, gentle-
men, to give me j'our attention while I per-
form an ack of justice and of duty—that of
denouncing, 23 not only preposterons, but as
infamous—infamous in the highest degree—
the suspicion which Mr. Nowell and Mr.
Blake have thought fit to express, and, I
believe, to disseminate, eoncerning my
nephew !--n suspicion that he was the ab-
ductor of my goddaughter! As some eir-
cumstances mentionad by Nowell ave ealcu-
lated, uwpon & superficial view, to mislead
opinion, I will, with your permission, go
over the explanation and the proofs which
I gave to Mr. Nowell, just before your ar- -
rival, as to the fact of my nephew!s presence
in this house during the whole of Thursday
afternoon and evening.” He recapitulated
the explanation to which he alluded—his
own veto of the engagement made by Con-
way and Mabel to go boating ; Anderson’s
account of the delivery of Conway's note
and Mabel's answer; his own and the ser-
vant's perfect recollection of the time at
which the different events of the afterncop
transpived. ‘“Here are the two notes in
question,” ha continned. “I do nof know
whether Anderson ean recognize this, in its
present condition "—he pat his ﬁnger down
upon the discolored snd rumpled one—* byt

I tha other he cannot mistake, as it is not

written on ordinary note-paper, but on the
fiy-leaf torn from & book. -—ng the bell if
you please, Cyril” .

Mr, Harding obeyed.

 Anderson,” said his. master, when the
man came in, “I wanb-you to repeat to
theso pentlemen: what you were telling us
a while ago about your errand to Ayre, on
Thursday afternoon. I think you said you
heard the town-clock sirike six while yon
were at Mrs, Lee’s{”

. “Yes, sir;” and he proceeded to. give
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a substantial repetu:mn of what he had said
‘before.

“TLook at these notes,” said Mr, Seyton.

i Are they the ones you carried that day?”

"“Thet i Miss Mabel’s, sir,” replied
Anderson, without hesitation. “The other
looks like Mass PhLil’s, only it’s so dirfy,
Will you let me see it a minute, sir, and I
can tell you? If it’s the one T emrzied that
day, it's got some blood on one corner. As
T was riding along, trimming a switoh, I cut
my finger, and it bled a good deal, off and
on, 8! the evening, and some of the bIood
got on both of thenotes.”

Mr. Beyton had given him the note, and
he was fumbling with i as he spoke, and he
now pointed fo a dull-red stain on the eor-
ner, that might have passed for a streak of

clay & little darker than that which stained ]

the whole paper, but which, on close scro-
tiny, was obviously blood. - “ Here s the
merk, you .see, sir, It’s Mass Phil’s note.”

“Vary well, That is all T want,” said
My, Seyton. -

“1 bave nothing more to say,” he we-
sumed, when the servant had left the room.
“ Any repsonable man must admit that T am

~vight in characterizing the suspicion which
has been suggested as 4t 0noe preposierous
and dnfamous. If there are men so blinded
by jeslousy, -or hesotted in prajudice "—he
looked significantly toward Blake—* as to
entertain the insane ides that my nephew
was ih.Bny wise conneeted with the dis-
appearance of his affianced wife—such these
documents (he pomted to the notes) prove
my goddaughter to have been—why, I trust
" that both he and myself ean: support the
knowledge of their ill opinion without con-
vern, regarding it with the contempt which
alone it deserves,

“Now,” he proceeded, sitting down,
and speaking in a different tone, “how
about this boat? I confess that the more I
think of if, the mors do I incline to Martin’s
opinion.” He looked around,

An snimated discussion followed. Every-
" body was ready to admit that the presence
of Mahel's glove in the boat seemed strong
¢vidence of -her having been in it herself.

“But hot by any means gonolusive proof of |

the fact,” said Mr, Bradford, “The glove

may bave been put there purposely, to mig-
lead inquiry, by direeting it in & wrong chan-
nel,  One thing, however, is certain. The
disappearance of the boat was a preliminary
to the sbduction of Miss Lee, but whether
used for the purpose and abandoned when
no longer needed, in the expectation that
the current would earry it out of reach of
discovery; or whether it was intentionally
left where it world be found, with her glove
in it as a decoy for suspicion, seems to mo a
matter of doubt, It will be only prudent
to make every effort to discover traces, and
obtain information all along the river, from
here down to the spot where the boat was
found, but, 8 the same time, we must not
relax in purseing the searek in &l other
directions as vigorously as possible.”

“ It seems to me,' said another one of
the gentlemen, “that it will be the easiest
thing in the world to find ont all about the
boaf. - She must have been scen by some-
body on her way down the river. For fifiy
miles down from here, there is not a stretoh
of three miles not overlooked by some plan-
tation or residence, It is imposdible that
a boat of that size, or indeed any size,
whether ocoupied or empty, should have
eseaped notice the whale way.”

t That's if she went down in the day-
time,” said Martin, with stabborn convic-
tion of the corectness of his own surmise;
“Dut my notion is that she went down in
the night.”

-“You mean that you think Miss Lee
wag carried down the river in this boat at
night? " asked Governor Eston,

“That's what I think, gov'nor.”

“Bup Miss Lee did not disappear until
Thursday afternoon, late, while the boat
was missing on Thursday mornmg? n

“Yes, sir,”

" “Then, what do you suppose became of

the boat all day Thursday? She must have -

been on the river somewhere, and not very
far off, either, if she were to be used as you
think that night. Now, if she had been on
theriver, she would certainly have been seen,
and we should have heard of it before this

‘time??

“She mought a bin run up mto soma

creek ‘that day., There’s planty of ’em, you
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know, on both sides o' the river. There's
Caney Oresk right below here, where she
could 2 laid all day without eny diffikiléy.
It twists about so, that there's no seein’ s
hundred yards ahead any place on it—and
it's so swampy along the banks that nobody
ever goes & nigh it. Bhe could a bin hid
there handy enough, and come out after it
was dark, and come up the river mebbe, to
meet the skiff that Stone saw.”

This suggestion seemed so reasonable,
that a majority of the company at once
adopled the oversser’s opinion, and were
eager to set out on this mew track of dis-
covery. Soma ivere-still doubtful, and in-
sisted on prosecuting the search in other
Jircotions, A Toore orgasized plen than
that which had been pursued up to this
time was adopted, the gentlemen present
being formed into different parties, a speci-
fied loeslity allotted to each, and, agreeing
upon, Seyton House as the point of rendez-
vous to which all intellizence was to be
brought ag speedily as possible, they sepa-’
rated.

e e

GHAP%ER XVIIL
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Arrer this, the days weni by slowly
and heavily, each one deepening the gloom
and: the mystery which hung over the fate
of the missing girl. By degrees the activity
of the search was discontinued, for no further
trace was discovered, and a sort of hopeless
spathy began to settle over the scarchers.
It was not from weariness or loss of interest,
but simply because they had been met by
blank faflare in every direction, and because
discouragement follows failure, as inevita-
bly and ag naturally as might follows day.
They would have made gny effort, they
would have hesitated at no sacrifice, to re-
cover her, but when all efforts and all sacri-
fiees proved utterly vain, when the fourth

week of her absence had gone over, and

they had not made the lenst advance toward
discovery, it was only natural that the peo-
ple atlarge—the peoplo that were not bound
to her by any ties of kindred or peculiar

a

affection—~should Liave lost heart, and begun
to think those right who had, from the first,
asgerted o steady bolief of her death, It
was trae that the question of accidental
drowning had been entirely set at rest, and
that no one in his senses could have
doubted the testimony of Jacob Stone, or
the evidence of the glove which had been
found in the flat-boat; but there remained
the - terrible surmise of violent death, snd
the morbid mind of the populace — ever
ready to receive, and, if necessary, to invend
hotror for itself— canght at the surmise
with avidity. The intelligent portion of
the community clung to & belief in her ab-
duction, and conld not see that the evidence
tended in emy other direction, buf tHe mass
drow back from the search in sullen despair,
and, looking at each other, said, **She has
been murdered!

Tt is almost unnecessary to say that her
own family and friends opposed this belief
with steady ineredulity ; clung, as people in
their positions will cling, to the vaguest
shadows of life, and shub their eats abso-
lutely to the traglo solution of the mystery.
Among them Nowell stood chief—a very
bulwark of strength on which to lean. Buf -
for his indomitable belief that Mabel was
living, and his indomitable resolution to find
her, every one else might have resigned
himself, through sheer despair, to a con-
viction of her death. As it was, his pro-
found skepticism and stern determination—
a determination that never faltered for an
instant — affected them as. any. strongly-
rooted opinion must always sffect the minds
of others. They could not doubt, they
could not gink down in absolute hopeless-
ness, while he held his steady way, without
a shadow of change or turning, 4T will
find her! ™ hie had said on the first day of
her disappearance, snd he said it now with &
resolution, if eny thing, deeper than before,
when days had lengthened into weeks, and
no gleam of success had cheered him, It
was not singular that this belief infosted
every one around him, that-it preserved Mr,
Seyton from absolute despair, that it kept
even Mrs. Leo up to some faint point of
hope, and that it influenced Constance nntil
she thought with his thonghts and scoepted
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. all his conclusions, save .only the ona. con-
clasion that led him to a convietion of Con-
way'sguilt, On that point she remsined
firm, and in sil Ayre her hand was the only
otté putheld to the young man against whom
there rose a deep and ever-growing murmar
of oxecration, For it was only natural that
Ayra shéuld adopt Nowell’s opinion on the
subject, and, looking about for an object of
sugpicion, should select the man whom Ma-
bel’s nearest connection was well known to
have acoused of a share at least in her dis-
appearance. -Perhaps, if he had borne any
other name, they might have qualified their
jndgment a little; might have given him at
leost the benefit of a doubt; but a Con-
way—! His patronymic in itsell con-
demned him past hope.

Yet it would be hard to say how liftle
this opinion or this indignation mattered to
the object of it—how little he regarded or
even heord the ominous murmur of wrath-
fal fecling daily growing stronger and
deeper avound him. He was still at Seyton
House—waiting, bhoping, looking for some
clew, but, up to this time, waiting, hoping,
looking, veinly. The other two genflemen
were gone. Mr. Harding ook his depart-
wre a8 soon as ho decently could, for bhis

_uncle’s resolution in favor. of Conway had
pot been rescinded, as he had perhaps ex-
pected, and, divested of any mercenary in-
terest, Seyton House had become but s dull
abode,- He left with whet show of dignity
ho could muster, and not long after Ainslie
whas reluctantly compelled to follow his ex-
ample, having remsined as long, or perhaps
o little longer, than his conveniense war-
ronted. He had proved indefatigable in
the search; but at last, like most of the
rest, he secemed to lose heart, “My deef
boy, be sure and summon me, if there is
any emergency in which I can be of ser-
viee,” he sald, when he was taking leave;
but Conway saw thet he thought such an
emergencey little likely to arise. So he, too,

left the eaddened houmse behind him, and,

after the manner of humaxn nature, set his
faoe toward brighter scenes, Thus left
alone—face to face with his position and its
strange’ responsibilities—Conway had little
boside his own stont hieart on which tolean.

faught Conway now.

His unolo was-broken down in mind as well
43 body, and unable to afford him any as-
gistance, save the material one of placing

unlimited means at his command; and, be-

sides Constance, there was not a single face
which did not meet him with cold distrost
or dark suspicion, The sins of the fathers
are visited upon the children, by men as
well as by God, and in nothing is this great
law more conspicuously shown forth then
in tho matter of name and reputation, Who
hes not felt that the best earthly heritage
which g man can leave his children, is the
heritage of & good name?—and who, also,
has not felt (God help them, il it was in
their own person 1) that the most bitter end
most clinging of all shame is that which
comes by inheritance? It was this les-
son which Mabel's ouiraged townspeople
“Do men gather
grapes of thorns or figs of thistles?” the
religions-minded among them were ready to
quote on all oceasions; while every disered-
itable story which had ever been told of the
father weas revived, exaggerated, snd used
against the som, As a general thing, there
is o sort of rough justice in this mode of
troatment—it is well that men should be
made to feel that the eonsequences of wrong-
doing end not with themselves, that the few

should suffer for the benefit of the many—

but there was no justice at all in the form
of it thus displayed ; and so Conway bitter-
ly folt. TFeeling this, he bore himself tow-
ard his aggressors with a. proud contempt,
which they were quick emough to resent,
quick enough to take hold of as fuel for the
already rising flame—and so it was that all
of o sudden he found his personal safety
threatensd,

«T must warn that fellow,” said "Gov-‘

ernor Eston one day, a8 he stood on a street-
corner with several friends, snd saw Con-
way ride past. ‘*“The people are at fever-
heat, and he will be mobbed, if he keeps on
coming bers in this style.”

“Why need you interfere?” asked one
of the othera,, “It is his own lookout, I am
sure—the people express their sentiments
plainly enongh—and, for my part, I would
not give him a warning to save him: from
the devil h1mself ”
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4 Law and orddr are to be considered,”
s#id the governor, who Aad been a governeor,
and therefore thought much of these things:
« You don't suppose I am thinking of him—
confound him! T confess, I should dislike
any thing of the sort, on Mr, Séyton's ae-
gount, thongh, He is pitiably broken down,
and he clings to this fellow yet, yon know.”

. “8o I suppose; but can you conceive
how it is7 Mr. Seyton used o be a man

* of some senso.”’

“I don't pretend to account for the
hlindness of partiality,” said the governor,
shrugging his shoulders. And then he went
off 4o warn Conway that for the present he
wauld do well to aveid the vieinity of Ayre,

He had not gone very far before he en-
countered his son, who wag leisurely stroll-
ing alond in an opposité divection.

“Have you met (onway anywhere,
Frank 2 the governor asked. *I saw him

.pass a moment ago, end I wani to speak to’

him.”

¥ gaw him pass, too,” said young Eston,
carelessly, “but I took the best possible
eare not to look at, him, since I had no de-
sive to speak to him. There were three or
four boys hooting afterhim; perhaps if you
would ask some of them, they could tell you
his whereabouts.” ‘

“ What boys " asked his father, frown-
ing slightly,

- “Indeed, that is more than I can tell
you—sorae nondeseript ragamuffing or other.
But it is a pity somebody does not warn
him—Qonway I mean—that Ayre is not the
safest place in the world for him just now.
They talk very suspiciously up-street.”

“Who talls? ”

U Almost everybody among the idlers,
and working-men, snd people of that ilk.
Jim Barker was harsnguing a smell crewd
at the street-corner a while ago.” -

“I'Rl answer for him,” said the gov-
ernor, more assured than ever that it was
high' time to. warn off the reckless young
giranger who rode thus boldly into the lon's
mouth, “Irather like his pluck,” thought
this brave, genial gentleman, who, in truth,
liked pluck wherever or in whomsoever he
might discovar-it; “but it won't do. There's
1o question of that—it won't do. He'll

selfy too," suggested another.

certainly find himasolf in the river some day;
and then poor Seytonu—Halloa! what's
thatf "

He had cause enough to know, having, .
spent thirty years in political life, and being
therefore well acquainted with that peculiar
gound, half hiss, half groan, by which an
American mob expresses disapproval, and
which now suddenly saluted his ears, He
quickened Lis steps, and, turning a corner
of a street, came full in view of a sight he
had half expected.

It chanced that some little fime before
Conway had alighted in front of a drug-
store, and entored to make some small par-
chases. He did not stay very Jong, but the
fact of his presence sufficed to gather guite
a knot of boys on the pavement opposite,
who amused themselves by interchanging
comments and remsarks in loud tones with
the loungers on the other side of the streetf,

%I say, Tom,” shouted one of the bat-
talion, to an ally in the door, “you better’
let Mr. Grinders know who's in his store.
He might like to put Miss Ellen under lock
and key. -She'll be apt to twn vp missing
if he don't.” '

u P"raps he hnd better look out him-

“Long as
Lis hand’s in how, the gentleman, mebbe,
won't stop with women.”

“No doubt he’s a-buyin’ pisen,” said a
third.

“If anybody’s took awful with sudden
fits to-night, we’ll know what give it tg
‘em,™ eried a fourth.

‘¢ Mebbe e means to finish off the fam-~
ily—tell him to ‘be sure and not forget Mr.
Nowell while he's abeat it, Tom,’ said nnm-
ber one again. :

“Let's give him & salute when he comes
out,” ‘cried another. ¢ Therd he is now!
Steady, boys, Hiss—s!”

A perfect roar of groans, hisses, and
ories ensued; but Conway paid no more
attention to it than if it had borne no sound
to his ears. He did not even glance toward
the small indignants, but quietly unfastened
his horse’s bridle from the post over Wwhich
it wag thrown, and mounted, It was just

‘28 ha d1d 8o, just as he settled himself in the

saddle, that a heavy missile of some deserip-
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tion whirled pest, and, narrowly missing his
head, grazed his shoulder. And it was st
this instant—as he wheeled about with a
riding-wlip uplifted in his hand—that Gov-
ernor Eston came round the corner.

The matter locked serious enough, for
geveral men who had been standing by with
théir hands in their pockets, not ezactly
participating, but only encouraging, the
boys, now came to the fore with angry
countenances.

“None o’ that here,” sald one of them,
a tall, burly giant, “You had better put
that whip down, and toke yourself off, if
you know what's good for you, - We'll have
no murderers threatening our children.
Take yourself off, and be d—d fo you, before
we pitch you into the river,”

“Try it,” said Conway, cwrtly. “You
insolent scoundrel, stand out of the way
immediately, or I'll break this whip over
your head! ' :

“ At him, Jim! Give it to him!” eried
one or two voices in the roar.

“D—n him, let him come off 'en his
horge,” said Jim, “then I show him.
It's only a coward what threatens o man on
foot when he’s on horseback. Yes, it's only

8 coward.”

He had scarcely spoken the last WOI‘(],J

when the loaded whip-handle descended on
his head with a force that sent him to the
'ground like a felled ox. Then, in a moment,
oll was tumalt and violence. Men who had
been watching the scene from a distance,
rushed eagerly forward; those mear by
deshed at Conway flercely, and for several

oinutes his safety was more than question-
ablo, The mad mob spirit had needed only

g apark to set it in a blaze, and, a8 Governor
Eston hurried forward, the scene was one

of the wildest confusion and uproar. Curses

were freely hurled back and forth, to-

gother with such pleasant cries os “Take

him off!” “Pull him down!” *“Enock the

horse in the head!™ while'all that was to

be seen was s surging masg of men and

boys, the rearing, plunging horse in the

middle, Conway firm as an equestrisn statue

on its back, and the whip still clinched in

his hand.
“Whoever touches mo gets this!” he

said, raising it as he spoke. ““Come on, if
you dare! If you are cowards enough ic
attack an wnarmed man—come on!"

“Not half such cowards as you,” cried
another one of those voices in the rear.

“Wo mnever carried off & woman - or-

drowned her either.”

“(Jome out, where I can see you, and
repeat that!” sald Conway, with his eyes
gleaming like coals of fire.

Buf the unknown worthy had no mind

for this. Indeed, although at lenst fifty men

had assembled by this time, they were all
for the moment held at bay by the rearing
horse, the uplifted whip, and the defiance
and eourage which the man'swhole attitnde
breathed. If there had becn one sign of
falter, or token of fear in face or fignre, bis
fate might have been sealed then and there,
for the hot Southern blood is not much
given to reasoning, or to counting conse-
quences on oceasions of this kind ; and it
had been st fever-heat for many days. But,
a§ it was, they followed the notable example
of the Tuscan chivalry in the ballad—

+ And those behind crled *Forward I*

And those before erled * Back ™™

So they were still swaying fo end fro, in
confnged irresolution, when Governor Es-
ton saw his opportunity and took it.

“What is the meaning of all this?” he
eried, and his voiee—a voies acoustomed to
rise above the roar of popular assemblages
—rang clearly over the heads of the aston-
ighed crowd. “Is it Ayre men who are
insulting an unarmed stranger, in sach a
mannet a8 this 7 Shame to you alll Double
shame to whoever began the rowl Stand
back, and let me pass,
and I must apologize for the cenduct of my
townsmen.”

“He's a murderer, govinor-—yon know
he's & murderer!” cried several, though
the majority were silent, and, as there was

little or mo unanimity of purpose, began to

fall back. )

‘“‘How do you dare to say that?” oried
the governor, angrily.  You have no vight
to judge any man #ill the law decides his
guilt—and the law no more decides Mr.
Conway’s gnilt than it does mine, Btand
back, I say, and go home.” C

I am an Ayre man, -
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g% knocked a1l the sense out of Jim

. Barker, any way,” cried one spirit, too

flerce to give up, though the tide had evi-
dently tnrned. “We can’t stand by and see
our townsfolk treated like dogs."”

“Let them behave like men, then,” re-
torted the governor, “Jim Barker de-
served what he got. And ss for kmocking
the senses out of him, Mr. Conway would
have needed to put some in before he could
have done that.”

The éguiveque was” greeted with a shout
of laughter ; and it was all that was needed

- to disperse the crowd. They fell back at

onoce, deserting the cause of Jim Barker with
shameful promptitude; and not even ani-
mated to vengeance when they saw him led
away by two sympathizing friends, who
were acctistomed to perform the sgme good
offices after all convivial oeccasions in which
he chanced to participate.

Conway returned his acknowledgments
somewhat coldly end stiffly for the timely
interference that had spared him the neces-
sity of bresking half a dozen heads instead
of one.

% Youn owe me no thanks, Mr, Oonwa.y "
said the governor, & little stiffly in his turn.

+ #T hope I am salways o be found on the

gide of law and order; and I would do much
more than this to spare my old friend Mr.
Beyton any pain or annoyance. I Lope you
are not hurt? Y thought I saw a brickbat
a8 I turned the street.”

“Very probably you did,” answered
Conway, coolly, *I don’t remember—-Ah,
yos. I feel it in my shoulder here, The
ragoals kave nearly disabled my bridle-armn,

"~ I wish I had a chance at one or two more of

them,”

“You had better be glad you got off as:

well pa you did,” seid the governor, whose
distrust began to return as soon as the chiv-
alrie impulso was past. “You made a nar-
row escape as it was. These people are
no triflers in affairs of the kind, and I
saw them do as quick a piece of lynching
once—"

I thought you were always to be found | -
“on the side of law and order, sir.”

- “Yes, to be sure. But in this case, the
follow richly deserved it. However, that is

.| have nointention of following it.

not to the point. I was about to say, Mr.
Conway, that if you consuls your safety,
you will, for the present, avoid Ayre. The

‘state of popular indignation is so great—'

“Avoid Ayre!” said Conway, with a
dark-red flush overspreading his face. “Do
you teke me for a coward as well as-a vil-
lain, sir? T am obliged to you for your ad-
viee—I have certainly seen of what your
townspeople are capable—buf, for all that, I
The only
thing they force upon me is the one thing of
hereaffer carrying arms, And youmay give
warning, if you choose, that the first man
who attempts to lay hands on me sesls his
own death-warrant.”

“Prudence is better than bravado, Mr.
Conway,”

« And self—respeet in some ocssecs, better
than either. I shall come to Ayre exactly
83 I have-done before—and I shounld do the
same if T knew that to-day’s scene wounld be
ropeated to-morrow. And now, lot me say
one thing more. I am aware how the peo-
ple have obtained the suspicion which they
attach tome. I know that many gentlemen,
of whom Governor Eston is ssid to be one,
freely express a belief in my guilt, There-

fore T have no disposition to blame the ig-

norant fools who inerely follow the example
of their betters; and I am still more unable
to thank you, sir, for my personal safety,
when you have inflicted such an injury on
my character as the one involved in this
matter,” I hope to be able to repay the ob-
ligation under which you have just placed
me, but at present I have the henor to wish
you good-roorning.”

He raised his hat ceremoniously, snd, be-
fore the astonished governor could reply,
had ridden away, leaving him quite alone in
the middle of the street,

“Well, well!” thought that gentleman,
a8 he slowly walked back tothe pavement,
“this is thanks, upon my word, for saving
his neck; he is s hot end hasty as gun-
powder ; but what the dence s the reason -
that I ean’t help liking him§* -
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CHAPTER XIX.
A FOBGERY.

AFTEB his abrapt parting with Governor
Eston, Conway rode on, more chafed and
heated than he would have liked fo ac-
knowledge, and soon turned from Main
Btreet, where the Iate encounter had oc-
eurred, into the quieter portion of the town
where Mrs. Lee lived. His way to her
house led him past the Catholic chureh, and
the .priest's house, which adjoinéd it; bub
he did not turn his head, and so failed to seo
that Father Lawrence, followed by Naney,
was just issuing from the latter, as he went
by at a sharp canter.

#Jy not that Mr, Conway?’' asked the

father, speaking over his shoulder to Naney,
4 she tramped along behind,
stance send for him also?"

“Not as I kpows of, sir,” was the re-
aponse. “Deed, I'm sure sho didn’t--for
ghe sent Unele Jack for Mass Francis, and
me for you, and she didn't have nobody to
send for Mr. Conway.”

“He is gomg t0 your ]gouse, though, I
think;”

“Yeg, sir, I *spect he is.’

“He will be just in time, then.”

# Yog, sir.”

4T wonder—" began.the good priest,
thoughtfully. But at that moment Conway
whenoed to look back, and, seeing those two

together, turned and ga]]oped hastily toward

them. . He understood at once that Father
Lawretiée had been summoned by Con-
stanee or her mother, and if that summens
foreboded news, whether good or ill, he
wished to hear it at once.

“ Good-morning, father,” he said, as he
drew. near, snd reined uwp Mazepps so
euddenly as almost to throw him on his
haunches. ¢“Havb they heard any thing
new at Mrs. Lee’st”

¢ Good-morning, Mr. Gonway, angwered
tha father,.a little more ceremoniously thin
he often spoke, for, kind and gentle as he
was by nature, and little given to judging
any one, he could not but regard with some-
thing-of distrust this black sheep who had

“Did Con-

wandered into his fold, and whom every
one believed to be connected, either directly
or indirectly, with the loss of its pef lamb.
“Yes; they have heard some news ot Mra,
Lee's—not ill news, however,” he added,
quickly, a8 he saw how pale the young
man’s face became. .““Good news, rather.
Oonstance sends me word that she hag just
received n letter from Mabel.”

# A letter —from Mabel!

It was all he could say, for his aston-
jshment was so great that it quite over-
whelmed him. He Tocked at Naney, with
a route interrogation which Naney snswered
in her own dry fashion.

“Yes, sir; a lotter from Miss Mabel.
Miss Constance got it about helf an hour
ago, and she sent me right straight for Fa-
ther Lawrence.”

“Why 8id she not send—why did ghe
not let me know ¥

“ There has not been time,” said Father
Lawrence.
and lot Mr. Seyton and yourself know, if—
But don’t let me detain you, Mr. Conway.
I see you are in haste to go on.”

Conway had not the least idea of allow-

ing himself to be detained; but he mut-
tered something like a hasty acknowledg-
ment for this consideration, and, striking his
spurs almost unconseiously info the aston-
ished Mnzeppa, galloped forward, and was
out of sight in & moment. .

A fow seconds Jater, he had dismounted

at Mrs; Loe’s gate, and. was walking wp the
rose-bordered patk that led to the fromt

door. It stood open, as usual ; butan inex-

pressible sir of silence and sadness brooded
over the house. No voice sounded, no foot-
step echoed, no pleasant carol of song, or

xipple of langhter, came from the sitting-

room, or flogted down the stairs, All was
rigid order and unbroken silence. He stood
listening for a moment, but the house might
have been deserted, for 2ll sign of life it

gave—and then knooked gently on one gide -

of the open door. The next instant there
was g rustle of garments, a light footstep,
snd Constance came down the staircase to
meet him.  Bhe started when she saw who
it was; but it was not a start of m-plaqw]
surprise, - On the contrary, she gmiled-es

% Of course she would have sent’
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e had not seen her smile in weary weelks,
and held out her hand.

“ You are just in time,” she sald, “I—
but I see yon have heard the news., Hush!
—not 8 word! Mamma will overhear us if
we talk here. Come in”

He followed without a sylable, as she
led the way into the sitting-reom, the blinds
of which were closed to exclude as much as
possible of the sultry August air, and the
cool, fragrant atmosphere of which might
gt another moment have brought to him a
sense of positive rest and peace. DBut now
he conld think of nothing spve the news he
had heard and wasyet to hear—the strange,
incomprehensible news, as it seemed—and
the moment they were within the room, ho
turned to her.

“Toll! me,” he said, hurriedly, “is it
true? Have you—have you really heard
from her ¢ "

“Yes, I have heard irom her,” she an-
swered, in au almost solemn tone. “It is
vory strange, but it is true, She gives no
explanation. She tells us nothing—but, O
Mr. Conway, she is living! and that is all
wo need care to know.”

“All we need ecare to know!"” he re-
peated, passicnately.
known all the time, and it is tlte thought
sbove all others which sets me madl’ Tt—
but this is folly. Let me ses the letter.”

He spoke imperiously—spoke 93 one who

- demiands & right, rather than as one who

requests a favor-~but Constance made no
demur, She drew the letter af once from
her pocket and held it toward him,

“It will hart you,” she said. I give
you warning of- that beforehand. But it is
your right to see it; and I would not with-
hold it.if I could. Only, before you take it,
thank God with me, once ab least that she
is yvet spared to na.”

But he did not say a word. He took
the letter to one of the windows, dashed

open thé shutters, and read the fow lines it

contained,

«My Dagurve: Don't think hardly of
me ﬁhat I should have gone away<as I.did,
ond cansed you oll the suffering and anxiety

of the past three weeks. I eould not help

“Tt is what I have |

if—indeed I could not-~and when you hear
my story, you will forgive me, I am sure. I
am happy—quite happy ; and I beg you to
believe so. Don't fret about me, and don’t
Tet mamma fret. Tell hor to feel as if I had
gone on a visit, and to believe—what I sol-
emnly assure her—that I will return very
soon. I hoped indeed to see you before
this; bu it is impossible just now, I only
write to relieve your mind; to tell you that

-T am alive and well; that I have done noth-

ing which nead grieve you, and.that I Jove
you as dearly as ever, Kiss maming for me,
and my dear godfather., Tell them both that
I am certainly coming back; and remember
always that you have the wholé heart of

% Maprr.”

That was all. Not a word of explana-
tion conecerning her departure, her com-
panion, or her intention; not the faintest
olew of her whereabouts; not the slightest
mention of the lover fo whom she had gone
away affianced. The letter which Constanes
grocted so gladly bad only made the mys-
tery deeper than ever; and enly added ten-
fold darker doubts and fears than those
which had encompassed it before.

And Constance, looking on, ssw Coue
way’s face pale whiter and whiter, as he
read the short page to the ond; and when
he finished, instead of turning round and
gpeaking, his eye went back fo the begin-
ning, s if he could not believe that what he
gaw was indeed all, Then suddenly he
turned and finng it on the table before her. .

“It is a liel” he said. My God, Miss
Lee, do you thing I am mad, to credit sueh
a thing as thist"  «

She looked at him with- eyes full of piti-
ful amaze, but before she could reply steps
sounded in the hall, and Father Lawrence,
accompanied by Nowell, enterdd the room.
They had encountered each other at the
gate, and it wag very evident that the latter
as well as the former had already heard the
nows which was the canse of their abrupt
sammons, . He scarcely noticed Conway at
all, and gave his companion ne time for greet-
ings, but walked directly up to his consin, .

“You gent for me, Gonstance—whahs
ity
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He had advanced tothe table near which
ghe was staeding, and, instead of replying,
-ghe pushed the letter across to him. He
seized it at once, opened snd read it juat
where he was. The three, looking on, saw
the lines of his face deepen and harden
with every moment—the Tugged eyebrows
draw nearer and nearer together, until they
knit themselves inte a dark frown, while
the narrow lips were compressed like iron.
‘When he finished reading, he looked up,
not at Constance, nor at Conway, but at
Fathor Lawrence, and held the open sheet
toward him.

« T gappose you would like to see it,” he
said, in his cold, harsh voice. * Take it, by
all means, and admire, if you can, sueh )
notable devige.”

“ A notable - device! ” the other re-
peated, *What do you mean?”

“Road it, and answer that question for
yourself.”

Father Lawronce received the letter, but,
as he did so, his eyes wandered to Con-

- stanee, and, seeing how pale and faint she
was, he took a step forward, and before she
knew what he was about, seated herin a
deep chair that stood nesr. Then he laid
‘his hand on hor shoulder. %My poor child,
leeep still] " he said. Tt was all that he did
say ; but his sweet, solemn voice spoke as
much to her heart 23 to her worn-out frame,
Keep stilll It is what faith says to us al-
ways—what it tells the troubled, the weary,
and the anzious, in all trials, however great
or however small. Our puny efforts can
avail literally nothing against the mighty

barrier of eircumstance which is the expo--

nent of God’s decree ;*but there is Another,
and & Stronger, -who holds all things in His
hand, to whom oll things whatsoever are
possible, and who sustaing those who lay
down all weapons of warfare at His feet.
Koep stillt  Poor, aching, wretched human
hearts,’ when shall we learn that in this is
comprised the snswer to all enigmas, the
ending of all griefs, the cessation of all anx-
joties? When shall we legrn it? Ab, sure-
1y, not while the agony of bereavement or
- of outrage is pressing upon ug, while every
heart-string is torn and bleeding, and every

lessness, or when the gray pall of some
mighty desolation comes down and shuts
out =l glory, all beauty, all comfort, human
or divine, in one great blacknesa! Yet, even
then, it is tamght us sometimes, through
gheer exhanstion; and it was thus that Con-
stance learned it mow. She sank back,
closed her eyes, and faintly moved her lips
in prayer, whilo—with his hand sffll resting

 on her ghoulder—TFather Lawrence read the

lotter signed with Mabel’s name.

‘When he finished, he looked up at Now-
ell, with astonishment and ineredulity legi-
ble on his face.

4 What is the meaning of it? ™ he asked.
“It eannot be Mabel— our Mabel —who
writes thus?

- #Mghel! ® repeated the other, scornfully.
¢ (an you think such a thing? Is it possi-
ble you do not see the object for which that
precious effusion has been manufactured

“T—how should I??”

«How should you? Why, the plotisso
ghallow that s child might read it! .So
shallow, that the end simed at—the end of
calling -off sesrch and inquiry—was never
farther from being gained than at this mo-
ment] So shallow, that the plotter, who-
ever he may be, might have done better if
ke had fried, I am sure!”

His eyes turned darkly and sternly tow-
ard Qonway a8 he uttered the last words;
but Conway paid no attention to the glance.
'On the contrary, he, too, looked direetly-at
Father Lawrence, and addressed himaelf to
him.

«¥ agree with Mr. Nowell, sir,” he said ;
“ gnd you, I am sure, will agree with both
of us. That letter is not—eannot be-—gen-
nine.”

The priest looked down at it and shook
his head slowly, like one much trounbled and
perplexed.

1 eanmot believe that it is genuine,” he
gaid, “but yet it is Mabel's wrl’cmg Wo
must all recognize that.”

“Tt is & forgery of her wntmg,” gaid
Nowell, curtly.

Conway started and looked st him ea-
gerly. . ¢ You think so?” he asked.

perve is quivering with some bitter hope-

“No,” the other answered. I know
it.” ‘
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“ But you must have somé reason—some
proof for such a belief? "

“3 desire no better resson, no heter
proof; than its own internal evidence, Mr.
CQonway,” said Nowell, coldly. “I do no$
despair of finding others, however.—Con-
stance, will yon get me some of Mabel's
writing? Tather Lawrence, if you have fin-

' ished with that thing, I will trouble you for
A

Constancoe left the room, and Father
Lawrence handed over * the thing ¥ at once.
When the former returned, she brought an
open letter in her hand.

“ This was written last Christmas, when

Mabel wos spending a month at Colonel -

Mordaunt’s,” she said. “I have nothing
later.”

“It will do,” said Nowell, and he car-
ried the two letters to the window which
Uonway hal thrown open, and laid them
side by side before him—side by side, com-
pared them patiently. They were very
much alike, so much alike that it was not
wondoerful Counstance had been deceived,
and that he himself had only been enlight-
ened by what scemed a flash of inspiration.
They were almost identical in general sp-
pearance, but an eye less quick then his

might have noticed that in detail they difa |

fered, Many little tricks of the pen were
visible in the first, which the second totally
lacked ; and there was a formality, 2 regu-
larity of aspect in the last, which the other
did not exhibit. Béyond this, the difference
was too subfile to be expressed —it was
only to be felt. ' Most of us have seen forged
handwriting in our time, and most of us,
therefore, will have recognized what Now-
ell recognized then—i. e., the undoubted
fact that every thing -on this strange earth
of ourd possesses a soul a3 well a4 8 body,
and that the sonl of reality is invariably ab-
gent in writing meant fo simulate another
hand than that of the person who guidesthe
pen. Tt is like some poetry we have read—
some statuary we have seen—some music
we have heard—a body, which may per-
haps be a very beautiful body, but is none
theless a body without 2 soul. Nowell had
nob the faintest leaning toward metaphysws,
or any thing connected with it, so he did

not put this thought into words—nuch less
pause to follow it out in all its bearings. He
simply accepted a fact as he found it; and
the fact here stared him in the face, that
the letber which purported to have been -
written by Mabel, bore upon it the stamp
of unreality. Further than this he could
not go, for, from the first word to the last,
there was not a line or a dot which afforded
him even the slightest clew. .

Meanwhile, Father Lawrence, turning to
Constanee, esked if she had told her mother
any thing of this new turmn of affairs. She
shook her head, ‘

“No,” she said. “I did not doubt the
letter myself—I did not think for a moment

| of its being forged—but still I had a vague

misgiving, and I felt that it was wisest not
to tell her. It would have been such a
cruel blow—al! father, such a cruel blow
to learn that it was false.”

“It way wisest to have left her in igno-
rancs,” he snswered, gently. And yet he
felt that it was not on Mrs, Lee that the
eruel blow had fallen—that hope had eome
for one moment, to be dashed by despair the
next—sand his heart ached for the piteous
eyes uplifted to his face. Ile looked half
appealingly at Conway, and Conway came
forward and spoke,

“ Take comfort, Miss Lee,” hesaid, “If
your cougin is right—end I firmly believe
that he is—in pronouncing that letter a for-
gery, it goes to prove that our search has
in some way struck nearer the truth than
we ourselves had dared to hope. Ifitisa .
forgery, it i9 meant, as he says, to call off
inquiry ; and therefore it proves conclusive-
Iy that inquiry has become dangerous,”

“Tt does even more,” added Father Law-
rence. ‘‘It gives a clew that may prove a
very valnable aid to search.”

Conway shook hig head.

“I amnot sanguine of that,” he said.
“The man who could forge such a letter
as this would consider well all possible
chances of detection, and avoid them,”

“But have you examited? Have you
looked af the post-mark, for instance?

- “Thave,” eaid Constance, as Conway
took up the envelope, which lay on the ta-
ble. “It tells nothing,”
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“ No," said Conway, “for it is mailed at
Edgerton; and Edgerton is a point where
80 meny different points of travel converge,

that any one in pagsing might drop a letter,
and. safely defy. detection. DBesides, it is
only sizty miles distant from here."

# The seal, then

. “The seal is cerfainly Mabel's," said
Constance,” “ It is & device of which she
was very fond, and always wore on her
chatelaing, - It is hers—I[ am sure of that.”

- Oonway looked at the seal—he, too, rec-
.ogmzed the. device—and, while he ]ooked
Nowell came bhack to the table,

4T never sow o better imitation of a
-handwriting,” the latter said, with obvious

reference to the letter in his hand, “There

*i8 not 4 stroke- to betray the forgery; and
vet, on the fact that it és forged, I would be
willing to stake my- life,—Constance, if you
toke my advice, you will say nothing to my
sunt shout this,” -

“J bad not thought of saymg any thmg,
Francis,” ‘

4 And T will take the letter’ thh me to
my office. I?erhaps, by dint of hard study,
I may find some clew init, Where is the
envelope?”

Conway hended it to him, and he took
it with a cold bend of the head, by way of
acknowledgment. © Having refolded and
replaced the letter, he put if in his pocket,
and left the room after a general good-morn-
ing, But he had hordly vanished from
gight, svheh his'cousin started forward, and

. followed him to the front door.

. Francis,” ghe said, hastily, as he turned |

at the sound of her step behind him, ¢I
want to beg one favor—don't keep any
- thing from me. If—if youdo find aclew, for
Heaven's sake let me know of it. T ean
bear any thing better than a thought of se-
crecy, Promise me this!”
~ -Ho looked ab her intently before he re-
plied; and even he waa touched by her
pleading eyes and quivering featm-es, g0
that when he - answered it was a.lmost
gently. R o
“Yes, I' promise. But T have little or
no hope of finding any thing, Therel—
don’t keep me. I musi go.” '
+ #QOne moment! Tell me what you

i;hink Does this prove that—that she is

aliva??

“I have never doubted her being alnre 5

and, if it proves any thing, it certeinly goes
to prove that,” e hesitated s moment,
then went on quickly: “Keep heart, Con-
stance. Remember this—if she is on the
earth, I will find her.”
. Bhe looked up at him gratefully—ahi 80
gratefully—and still followed him with her
eyes after he strode away. He was rough,
and harsh, and bitter, but she wondered
now if she had ever before been conscious
of his inestimable value; ever before recog-
nized the sterling gold that made the foun-
dation of his character ; ever before reslized
how entirely he was that best of all things

-on this earth of ours—a sure and steadfast -

help in time of need; a very tower of
strength, on whom the weak and helpless
could lean; and in whom they could put
trust, sure that it would never be betrayed.

When 'she went back into. the sitting-
room, she found that Father Lawrence had
gone up to see Mra Lee, who, during all
these weeks, had never left her chamber,
and that Conway was sitting in an attitude
of profound despondency- by the centre-
table, his arms supported on it, and his head
buried in his hands, He did not hear her

“stev as she entered, and.the sound of her

voice at his gide was the first thing that
roused him, Then he looked mp with a
fage that quite startled her by its pallor and

-haggardness,

“Did you spesk to me? Y he anid, - “1
beg pardon, I did not hear youn.” ™

“I only called your name,” she an-
swered. I only wanted to say to yon
what Francis said to me & moment ago-—
Keoep heart. O Mr, Conway, God. is very
good, He will never be cruel enough to
take her from us forever.”

The.cloud on his .face did not Ilff} but '

rather darkened, and the pale lips. com-
pressed themselves like steel. When he re-
plied, it was slowly and laboredly, ss one
who speaks under the pressure of S0mo
stern self-control.

“Yon are a better Ohrlstm,n than I
am, Miss Lee, if you can spesk, or. even
think of God, in this matter. To me, He

arms supported on 1t nnd his head buvied in his lmndu

‘ “Conway was sitting in an attitude of profonnd despondcnq, by the eent;re-tablc, his
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seems quite apart from it.  To e, there is
only the remembrance of man and devil—

-gnd the bitterness, the misery, the agony,
of faeling my own impotence to ferrefi\them
out.”

“Intime. You may do soin time.”

“In time? But every hour is an oter-
nity-—and she has been gone six weeks! Do
you remember that? Do you remember
that she may be suffering—what may she
not be suffering I~—while I am here? Sheis
somewhere —living or dead, she is some-
where—gnd I am powerless to find her!
You are  woman, Miss Lee; you cannot
even imagine what this burning, haffled
genge of impotence is!”

#7T think I can.”

“No; because you were not made to go

~ forth and eonquer Fate by the strong hand ;
you have not been trained fo believe all
things posaible to the resolute. Two months
ago, if this had been 'foretold to me—this,
and my own inactivity —I should have
“laughed it to scorn. I should have said that
1 would search the world over to find her;
and yet, you sea] She has been gone six
weeks, gnd I—am here! " ‘

Ske could not say any thing to comfort
him,  She stood too sadly in need of com-
fort herself to be able to speak words of
hope and cheer. She could not again bid him
tkeep heart,” for, alas! her own heart was
falling, and her own courage sinking with
évery moment, She could only lay her thin
white hand—a shadowy hand it had grown
in these six 'weeks—down upon his, and re-
peat once more, s if the words had been a
taligman:

“(God is very good tous!” Then she
added, softly, * His will be done.”

‘He looked up impatiently, almost fiercely
~—who shall aay with what reply trembling
on his lips ?—but the pale, worn face, the
large, sad eyes, hushed and rebuked him.

This woman had suffered more than he; this,

woman’s desolation woes deeper than his;
but she eould say that—she could feel that
—while his heart was one scething caldron
of bitterness against the Omnipotent, 2
wall a8 againet the perpetrators of the erime
which had outraged him! He could not
imitate her faith, though it seemed to him
8

at the moment almost sublime; for he had
flung hig human strength against the mighty
strength of God’s fiat, and had yet to learn
that the end of this unequal conflict is only
wesriness and defost. But he felt awed and
silenced, a8 wo have all" folt in the presence
of something which is as far above us as the
everlasting heavens are above the earth.

“I hope He will be good to you,” he
said, *T hope you may never feel one hun-
dredth part of what I feel at this moment.
If you ever should, then He can at least
pity you. Ithink Ihad better gonow. Itis
growing late, and I have yeb to learn what
the mail brought to Seyton House,”

“Do you think it is likely to have
brought you a letter like—like that one?™

“No, I don’t think so. ZEither it is
their policy to ignore me, or else the forger
or forgers do not know of my existeénce,
But 1 do expect, I have been expecting
deily, news from one of my agents,”
 “You have agents at work, then?”

He langhed bittérly.

“Do you think T have been idle all this
time? I have my suspicions—I have had
them from the first—but they were vague
and needed proof. I could mot prosecute
the search for this proof myself, beenuse to
do so would have been to excite alarm, but
I have put a safe detective om the track,
and I wait—that is oIL"

 And when—"

She stopped short. Her quick ear canght
the click of the front gate, and the sound of
a man’s tread on the gravel-walk that led te
the house. She turned hastily, thinking
that Nowell might have come back; but in-
stead of Nowell it was Anderson who ap-
peared, Ho walked into the hall, and then
stood still, hesitatinip evidently whether to
knock on one side of the open door, or to
pass through to the kitchen. While he hesi
tated, Constance went forward, startling
him very much by suddenly appearing, lika
g white apparition, in the sitting-room door..

“ What i it, Andergon1® she asked.

Anderson started, but touched his hat, . -
and snswered promptly. “It's.only Mags
Phil I'm looking for, ma'am. Is he here?”

“Yes, ho i3 here.. Have you any thing
for him ¢ o
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! 4 Nothing but a message, ma'am.”

*#Come in, then—or, stay. ' I will send
blm to yom." :

- Bhé vanished and affer & moment Con-
way oame ouh, pale. and -eager.” Mo ex-
changed only a few short sentences with the
servant, and then went back to Constanoe,

“Hy uncle has sent for me,” he said.
“ILike a.fool, I think it may mean some-
thing, while it+is probably nothing. ' If it
ahou,ld be any thing, of course you know you
will heat immediately. Good-by."

* He shook hands, giving her no time for
reply ; and, standing af the window a min-
ute later, she watched him gallop out of
sight down the green vxllage gtroet,

i

——

CHAPTER XX,

" A LOST TEINEET.

Dismorwimes at the door of Seyten
House, Oonway tossed his rein to a servant
. who dame forwhrd at the moment, walked
_hastily round, and entered the hbrary by

one of its windows.
" Ad he expected, he found Mr. Seyton in
Ahlﬂ usual place—the deep . arm-chair that
was wheeled just before Mabel's portrait.
Ho Lad broken terribly in these six weeks,
bad grown wan and weak of aspect, falter-
ing of speech, and altogether more like a
quavering old man than like the elegant
genf.leman, whose courtly beauty and court-
1y refinement had been a proverb ell his
Hfo—but he looked up now with some ring
-of the olg self, both in voice and manner.
4 am glad to see you, Phil,” he said.
“Yon must forgive me for Sending after
. you, and startling you, no doubt; but these
oamé; and: T ‘could not restrain my impa-
!;leh to hear what was in them.”
{ﬁe pointed to the table, and Conway,
: d&vaucing, saw two Jetters lying there. The
young ‘man: took themi up eagerly, They
werd both directed to himself, by the same
h(m'il, ‘#nd both bore the sawe post-mark, * He
eed it them and then locked up &t his
, nncl& e

~'tThey are from Atkms " he amd toar-.

der you did not see this, and Tead the.m,
sin™

“I did Bee, or rather tal:e for granted,
that they were from bim,” Mr. Seyton an-
swered, “But it did not occur to méto
tead what was not directed to me. Fndeed,
I don’t think I should have done so if it had
occurred to me, Make haste, Phxlxp TFell

‘me what he saya.”

“1 can’t tell yet,” Conway replied, run-
ning his eye hastily down the page before
him. *“I—but perhaps the shortest way
will be to read it aloud.”

distinotly—the letter which follows:

% ——v1LLE, VIBGINTA, Aughst 7, 18—,

“Brm: I reached this point a week ago,
and I should have let you hear from me be-
fore now, if there had been any thing to
tell you. But there has not been, I have
been looking about and feeling my ground,
but.I have not diseovered sny thing yet.
Aeccording to your instruetions, I send yon

time, which, as you will see for yeyrself, is
very little. Mr. Harding came directly

pages by the way, I was with him all the
time, and can vouch for this, When I say
that I was with him all the time, I mean
that T was with him as much as possible
without drawing his nofice. You warned
me to be particular about this, and I have
been caveful,” I am sure that he has no ides

Tt was not until we reached Raleigh that he
saw me, and then we fell into conversation,
and T told him I was a commercial traveller
in the hardware line. 'I'did this beciuse. I
knew it was not Az line, and ho waqs not
likely to find me out. I have made a-good

-| many inquiries about Lim sinece I have been

here, snd I find kim to be o masn respecied
by everybody. Some people laugh st him,
and say he is $oo religions and too strict i in
‘his notions for a young man, but everyhody

‘regular and open & life as auy man need 'to,
He is.said to be studying for thg m;mstry,

iug one of them open a8 hespoke, “Iwon-|

snd in cbnseguence of this, 03 I suppose, he

He read aloud, theretoré—mpﬂly, but 1

an aecount of all I have found out up to.this

from Ayre to thig place, msking no stop-'

that T am sent here to watch his movements.

.14 ready o take osth, if necessary, .o his.
“honesty. As far .as; I can see, he- leads as,
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spends most of his' time at home, But he
walks every morning, and generally takes s
ride in the evening, He seems very fond of
lodies’ society, and attends regnlarly ot all
the Sunday-schools and Bible-classes of his
chursh. I have methim only once or twice
since I arrived here, for I fook pains not to
throw myself in his way, but then we had
some religiouns talk. This is all that I have
to say. I hope you willmot be discouraged
beeauso it is so little. " If you are right in
your suspicions, there is no hurry, and no
cause to be downhearted, Mr, Harding is
bound to betray himself sooner or later, and
I never-yot found that you landed a fish any
the sconer for pulling him in too short., It
is & tough job, but I think after a while we
may clear it up. .
-4 “Your obt servant,
- #Rop'r Arring.”

When he finished, Conway Iaid the letter
down quite silently, and Mr. Beyton was the
firat to make any comment.

“ He speaks very cautiously, Philip. He
does notseemt to entertain any hepe,” he
said, doubtfully—wearily almost.

' “He is a cautious fellow, sir,” said Con-
way, “ and as for hope, he never deals with
any thing less than absolute factsz, We can

. depend on him for those—that iy all that is

neceasary.”

“Yo—en"

“And now we will see what he says in
his other let‘tar Don't hope any thing,
gir”

“I'm not hoping.”

“Neither am 1" said the young man-
but, despite the assertion, he set his teeth,
and his eye brightened as he tore open the
second letber. When he unfolded it, there
tambled out on the table a small rownd
something, which looked like & tiny wafer:

Y'What isthat??” asked Mr. Soyton, ca-
gerly.
© “We'll see in & moment,” Conway an-
swered—and pushing it aside, so that
might . not distract his attention, he dashed
4t onoe into the letter, - It was deted'a day
later than'the other, though, from some. ir-
vigularity of the mails; they had both ar-
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W e——vILLE, VIRGINTA, Atigugt 9, 16—,

“Bir: I wrote to you yesterday, giving
an acoount of how matters have progressed
with me up to that time. Bince I mailed
my. lefter, something has occurred whick
may help to throw a little light on cur way,
and, according to your instructions, I at
once forward you an account of it, WhenI
finished my letter yesterday, I took it to the
post-office, and as I was stepping intothe
post-office, I met Mr. Harding coming out,
We exchanged a good-day and a few words
about the weather, and then he went on,
and T walked in to mafl my letter. After
handing it to the postmaster, I started out,
when, just as I turned, I happened. to-gee
something on the floor which looked like o
piece of money, and I stooped and picked it
up. After I picked it up F saw that it was
not & piece of money, but a seal set in gold,
I was sbout to hand it to the postmaster,
snd tell him to keep it till the owner ecalled
for it, when something about it putniein
mind of one I had noticed on Mr, Harding's
watch-chain when he stood talking to me a
day or two before. ' I had noticed it be-
eauge it comes natural to me to notice little
things, snd because it looked like a lady's
seal,-and partly becanse it looked very pret-
ty., T am quite sure that this was the same
one, and I slipped it in my pocket, thinking
I would have a look at it before returning
it, On my way back to the hotel, I met a
little negro coming slong at a trot. I kuiew
bim in a minute, for I had taken painetd
find out who the Harding servants were,
and to establish a sort of nodding sequaint-
ance with all of them. This little fellow

. was one who generally went on errands.- T

asked him 4f any thing wis the. matter at
home, 88 he seemed to bé in a hargy, -
said nothing wes the matter, only i

Oyril had lost a seal, and he thought ks
lost. it in the post-officjatid had send? Hiy
to look for it, and e o 6d by ask;ug e if
I hed seen it, I did not want o ‘tell a
downright lie, so T answered that I had
not looked for it, and the little scamp’ trot-
tod on. But'T folt almost aé'if T was steal-
ing the thing, though all I wanted was agood
look at it. T hurried back to'my room, and

Hved: at the game tHime,

g3 soon as I got there I'tbok it out and ex.

i
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smined it, and found it Yo be s white stone,
with & device of & bird earrying 4 letter,
and gome words round it which I cannot
 makeout,. I sond you a wax impression of
ity and you will be able fo fell better by
that than by my description, It is s lady's
goal—there is nod doubt about that. But
theré s nothing suspicious about it that I
oonld see, and T-had just made up my mind
to go and return it to Mr, Harding, when I

happened to look at the inside, which had a |

gold plate over it, and there I saw two in-
itials seratched with a pin, or some other
sharp instrument, and making the letters
M. L. When I saw that, I gave up all
thought of returning it until I heard from
you,-. Of conrse, ag far a8 I know, it may
have come into his possessiont fairly. The
young lady may have given it to him. But
.- gtill, b being under suspicion, and this be-
ing o suspicious sort of ciroumstance, I had
no notion of putting vut of my hands what
‘might be an important proof. 8o I locked
it up in my tronk, apd went out fo finish
my walk, The first person I paw when I
got in the street was Mr, Harding, ' He said
he ‘wag very glad to meet me, as] was the
person who was in the post-offiee just after
ke Jef$ it, and he wanted to ask me if I had
happened to find a small seal which he
thonght, he had dropped in there. I was
obliged to tell kim I had not seen it, and I
asked him why he thought he had dropped
it there, and remarked that he right have
dropped it in the street. Ho said no, ho did
not think 8o, that ke rememberéd touching
- it with his hand the minute before he went
into the office, and that he could not recol-
lect sny thing about it afterward, and he,

" missed it just before he got home, Ho said

ha hated tolose it, and he looked quite con-
+ fuged, I thought, and turned vory red. And
then he said the reason why he did not like to
" lose it was that jt. was a present from a lady
friend-of his, Waohad got to the post-office
by. this . time, and I walked along in with
him, to hear if any thivig else would turn up
about-it. .The postitiagler did not know
ony thing about it, of course, and Mr. Hard-
ing described it to him very particularly,
and made him hand out the letter he had
put in the office af, the time that he lost the

seal, to,) show him the impression of it. He

showed it to me too, and when I had looked -

at. the seal and was returning the:lettef, I
took the liberty of looking at the mame on
the back, It was Miss Livinia Crene, Ed-
gerton. I have been careful to give you &
full account of this, though it may seem a
little thing. I shall keep the seal till I hear
from you, which I hope will be soon.

“Yqur ob't servant,

“Rov'r Arrms,”

Conway put the letter down, and took
up the seal. Before doing so, he felt con-
fident that it would substantiste all he ms-
pected from the first; and he was nof even
faintly surprised when he saw the same im-

pression that he had seen scarcely an hour °

before on the back of Mabel's letter, He
gave only one glance, and leld it out for
Mr. Seyton’s inspection.

“TLook at if, sir,” he said.
regognize it "

My, Seyton locked, and s single glance
was enough for hir also. His eyes lingered
only one instant on the device, and then
raised themselves to the pale, set face of his
nophew,

“Yes,” he answered. “It is Mabel's.
She has worn it on her chatelaine for a year
or more; and the ”—his voice faltered slight-

“Do you

Iy—*the last note 1 received from her was

sealed with it, Still,” he went on gquickly,
“this i3 not absolute proof of any thing

.against Cyril. Remember, it may have come

into his possession quite fairly, and—"
“Stop one moment, sir,” Conway inter-
rapted. *Before you proceed any further,
let . me toll you that something later then
the note of which you speak, later than any
thing which Mabel wrote in her own home,

has been sealed with that impression. The -

same mail “which brought these letters te
me, brought to Miss Oonstance a Ietter pur-
porting to come from her sister.”

“A Jefter t--—pnrportmg to eoma, from’

her sigter! ™

Mr.  Seyton’s amazement was greater
than that of any one else had been, and his
excitement much. more appsrent: Preoe-
cupied as Conway was, he could net help

but being struck by the change that had

A LoOST

come over the face at which he gized—the
face that o moment heforo had been listless
with the weary listlessness of hope deferred,
but that now quivered snd glowed with
sudden emotion, whose eyes brightened,
« and into whose sunken cheeks there flamed
8 crimson eolor that made the young man
regrat having spoken with too much haste.

“Yes, a letter,” he said. “But don't
. hope any thing, sir. It was a forgery.
Both Nowell and myself clearly recowmzed
that.”

YA forgeryl "

 Yes, a forgery.”

‘4 And—and sealed with this seal 2?

" ¢ 8ogled with that seal.”

The color faded from Mr, Seyton's face,
and the light from his eyes—instead of that
light there eame into the latter a look of
horror-stricken amaze. He looked at his
nephew for a minute before he.spoke again,
vory slowly:

“You are sure of this, Philip?”

“T am- as sure as that I stand here, sir,
“Miss Lee identified the seal at once,”

¢ Ag—don’t wonder if I am slow to com-
prehend—as the same with thig? ¥

“ As identically the same. K

“My God!” ‘

He sank hack in his chail, and covered
his face with his hands.
wasd silence in the room for several minutes,
Conway did not share his unele’s feelings in
the least degree—he could hardly, indeed,
reglize the horrer that eame upon this gal-
lant gentleman with the appalling thought

that the traitor had been of his own house-

hold and his own blood ; but he recognized
the existence of these feelings, and respected
them sufficiently to-keep silent. Taking up
Atking's letter, he oceupied himself in read-

ing it over——this time slowly and attentively

—and, when he eame to the end, Mr, Seyton
looked up and spoke.

*Tell me about :t.-—-every thing,” hé said,
hoarsely.

“There i§ not much to tell,” Conway

- angwered. But he went over the whole

statement concisely, while his uncle listened
‘without infekruption,” until he mentioned
the post-mark of the letter. Then he point-
‘ed to the missive,Iying on the table, -

After that, there |
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“Does not he speak of Edgerton'i” he
agked. ‘

Conway veplied by readmg aloud that
portion of Atkins’s story which related to the
tetber he had seen in the post-office. ©Misy
Lavinia Crane, Edgerton,” he read ; andthen
looked up ot his unele. “It will be easy to
substantiate this,” ke seid, “by simply in-
quiring whether or not Miss Crame wasin
Edgerton at the {ime.”

" “But you surely don't~—yon surely cen’t
~guspeet her of complicity in such- a mat-
terg ™

“Suspect her!™ said Conway, firing
into the sudden passionate emergy which
had broken out oncé before that day, 1
would suspect my own brother—my own
sister—if proof went against them, sir! In
a matter of this kind, we camnof stop to
consider probability, or to weigh the re-
spectability of any one-toward whom the
evidence may point. We mustfellow out a
clew exactly 247t is given o us; and aceept -
the eonclusion presented, let it implicate
whom it will, X should be afool, if I allawed
myself to be brought to a halt hera, because
Miss Orane becomes involved.”

“Buf it is simply impossible]
motive could she have? ™

“That is more than I can tell you—
morg, indeed, than T core to consider. She
may have & motive of which we know
nothing, or she may only be a blind instra- -
ment. In either case, our next means of -
prosecuting the search is through her.”

“ And what will you do? "

“I cannot say, nntil I gn to Ayre and
see Nowell.”:

_ “8oo Nowell! But ho—" '

“Would quite as soon care to see the
devil,” answered the young man, bitterly;
“hut I cantiot stop to consider his faelings.
He has a right to be informéd of this; and, as
a lawyer, he will be able to judge what cur
nexb step ought fo be, befter than I can.”

" “And he is safe, said Mr. Seyton, in 4
low voice. It waa significant of the man’s

What

'patare, that althongh he, too, was in a

measure possessed by the reckless deteotive
fover and pessionato readiness to suspect
anybody and everybody, .which had taken

absolute control of Conway, yet he atill -
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' cling ‘to that regard for- famﬂy honor which |

~gll hig lifetime had been dearer fo him
than life iteelf. When he. consented to the
wateh' which Conway proposed 'establish-
ing ‘'over Cyril Harding, he bhad only done
0 ‘on condition of its ‘profonnd seorecy.
And now—now, when: he felt more swayed
than ever before toward Conway's belief,
heé ‘had still s thought for the name which

_had never beeni tarnished, and over which
there hnng this black cloud of positive dis-
grace. ““He is safe,”” ho said, alluding to
Nowell, and then he spoke warmly to his

. nephew. “Don’t be rash or preeipitate,
~Philip,. Remember you may do incaleulable
“harm. if your suspicions are well founded
and you betray them too soon,"

. “Tiust me for that, sir,” Conway re-
plied, as he folded Atkins's letter and placed
it in his ‘pocket., “I will follow the trail
like a'bloodhound; but you need mot fear
my giving tongue, until T have proved every

“ thing: I shall go.to Ayre now, and I can-
not tell how long I may b detained thers,
Don't wait dinner for me, if I am nof back
in:time,” T

He took his whip from the table where

he had thrown it on his entrance, and

turned to Jeave tho room. Mr, Seyton looked

wistfally at the retreating figure, but made

~ 16 effort'to detain him; and, a moment af-

terward, Mazeppa's hoofs were heard clat-

tering duwn the avenue, snd dymg away in
the d:stanee. -

. CHAPTER XXI.
| ALL AT sm;.

«Ta your master in his ofice 1
" ‘Conway reined up at the sidewalk, and
atked this guestion of & half-grown pegro
~who was lounging at the doorstep of Now-
ell'y office, and who started and touched his
hat as ko vaplied :
T %My masterf No, gir:
town.”

- ¢ Left town ] ¥ Thla unexpeoted mforma-
tion took the interlocutor so completely by
snfprige, that he conid only stare for & mo-
mént: 4 Left town-<tyon must be mistaken.”

he‘s Jjust left

The boy grinned w little, apparently ab
the idea of being mistaken, :

“No, sir,” he repeated. ‘“He's left
town, and I'm to lock up the ofiice and take
the key to Mr, Bradford; and if you're on
business—" .

“I'm not-on business.
go? ”

© “'Bout an hour ago, sir.”

When did he

“ Gone tnto the country, You mean—not

far, surely.”
% He didn’t say where Lie was gom sir;
but T think he was goin’ pretty fur. He

made me pack his valise, and he said as how

he spected to ketch the stage at R—-"

“ And did he leave no message for any-

body§”

“He lef’ a note for Miss Constance Lee,
gir, and I took it and give it to her as soon
as he was gone.
gir—"

“I'm not on' business,” repested Con-
way, this time quite sharply; and then he
tarned and rode awsy. It was like his luck,

he thought, impatiently. And yet it was -

wonderful how soou he forgot the incon-
venience and vexation to himself, in trying
‘to conjecture where Nowell could have
gone, and Wha‘u1 could possibly have taken
him away from. Ayre at such a time as this.
He had left an hour ago, the boy said—and
it had not Dbeen quite two hours since they
parted in Mrs, Lee's house, ' Conld the letter
have furnighed him with "any information,

-any clew which had taken him away? Bui

that was clearly impossible, Nowell kad

none of his own newly-acquired light upon

the letter; and he could not. have discovered
sny thing for himself It was impossible;
and yet, it was very strange. The more he
thought of it, the more strange it appesared,
until at last he tried to shake off - the grow-
ing interest and curiosity which beset him.
Might not some professional business have
called the young lawyer away? Bub in s
moment he paw how impossible that sup:
pogition was. Not fo make his fortune a
dozen times over would Nowell have left
Ayre on professional business at such a time
a8 thig—a time when the cloud over his
dousin’s fate-had mever seemed degper or
darker; and when somethmg whwh might,

If you're on husiness,
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perhaps, prove an 1mp0rtant clew, hwd un-
papectedly been placed in their hands, Con~
way gave an impatient jerk ab Mazeppa’s
rein, ng he realized how wide of the mark
his conjectures were; and then the thought
that, after all, Constance might know every
thing about the matter, seemed to quicken
his pace so materially that in & fow minntes
he had again dismounted at Mrs. Lee's gate.

. It was Naney who answered his knock
at the deor; but he had not long to wait
until Constence camo down., She scarcely
gave him time for any explanation before
ghe spoke hurriedly.

“T am very glad you have come, Per-
haps you can tell me—or at least help me to
comprehend--the meaning of this,”

She extended a folded paper as she spoke.
Taking it/ he opened it without 8 word, A
few hasty lines in pencil were all it con-
tained ;

“ Dear Consranoe: I have found a dlew
which may, or may not, prove of value ; but
distart at once to follow itwp. I tell you
this, because you desired me not to keep
you in ignc;rance of any thing which might
oceur, sand not beeause I'wish you to indnlge

.

go slight that I entertain little or no expec-

tation of success ; but I shall try to trace it
out. I do not tell you where I am going,
for I hardly know myself., DBesides, I do
not wish your friend Mr, Conway enlight-:

ened on. the subject; and I know that, if I
told you, you would teil him. If I make
any diseovery, you shall hear from me; but
otce more let me repeat—hope nothing,
“Truly, eto.,
Frawers NowgLn.”

Conway read this brief and most unsat-
istaetory dooument twice over, before he
raised his eyes and met the eager, passion-
ate gaze fixed on him—met it with. a great
deul-of unconscions pity in his own.

~*I am sorry that I can tell you noth-
ing,” he said. “DBut this i3 as sudden, ss
incomprehensible, to me as to you. I heard

-only-8 moment ago that your cousin had

left-town ; and T came here-hoping that yon

" knew why he had done so.™

. to which he alludes can. be.

hopes that may not be realized. The clew is |

“J know nothing more than that,” she
snswered, * and, ever since it came, I have
been vainly trying to imagine what the clew
I believe I
should not have showed it to youw,” she
wont on hastily, “ but I forget every thing
now exeept the one absorbing subject. Try
to forgive him, Mr. Conway, He s very
unjust, but he means weil.”

“ There i nothing to forgive,” S&ld Con-
way, quietly. “Mr, Nowell has been fool-
ish enough to let judgment wait upor
prejudice ; but if he held me twics a3 guilty
a3 he does I could not feel any resentment
against him. We are both working for the
same end—that is a bond of good feeling,
little as he thinks so. Now, let us consider

‘this mottér. What clew do you think he

ean possibly have found ? ¥

Constance shook her head with an alr
of very hopeless despondency.

“I comnot even conjecture, It must be
connected with the letter; snd yot the ]et-
ter seemed barren of clew i

“144d he return it? "

“Yes, it wag enclosed with this: He
might have told me, if only to prevent the
perpetual torment which this effort to.dis-
gover will prove,” ghe went on; “but it is

‘like Francis—like him, as I have always

known him—to act so. Mr. Conway, look

at the mettér—think of it. “Surely you

must be able to tell what ifisl " ,
She gazed at him, with a world of en-

treaty in her eyes, which he found it very

hard to meet, very hard to anawer with the
hopeless negative which was all he had to
give in reply, But the matter was even
more mysterions to him than to her; and it
was necessary to eay 89 much., He did gay
8o, after a moment, and then he asked if
it was not possible that Father Lawrence
might be better informed. | ‘
. “XNo," she replied. “ Father Tawrence
was still hero when Francia’s not? arrived,
and his surprise was equal to ming.”
“The note came immedistely sfter I left,
did it not?”
“In about a quaxtar of an honr after-

.ward.”

“I.don't un&erstan& 1t ”» he muttered t.o

! himself. . Then,. catching Gonstances Anx-
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1ous glance; he added nloud
seems strange-enough to you, but it is ren-
dered doubly strange -to me, by a letter
which I found awaiting me at Seyton, and
which I brought at ence o Ayre to show to
‘your cousin, A letter "—he paused a mo-
ment— g -lefter which certeinly does
sfford s ‘clew.”

“Mr. Conway!"V

It was & gasp which she gave—a gasp
that, together with her increasing paleness,
80 much alarmed him that he moved has-
tily toward her. But she recovered herself
almost immediately, and, by the #ime he
gained her side, looked up at lnm with a
' faint smile,

w ‘ Néver mind ghout me. It was only

the surprise. Tell me—what is the clew 27
‘ You are sure you can stand any more? "
he acked, anxiously, - “It scems to me that
T have lost all sense, all judgment, or I
would never have shocked you so0.”

-4 You did not shock me; and the best
thing you can do tow is to tell me—tell me
atl about it.” *

Heo perceived thgt himself; so, drawing
-Atking's letter from his pocket, he opened
it arid showed her the seal. She recognized
it &t ofiod, as she felt confident she would,

“ It is Mabel's,” she gaid. It is identi-
‘cal with the one on the envelope,”

% Will you get the envelope, and let us
eompare them ¢ ¥

4 Yes, cortainly,”

She sterted to leave the 1oom, then,
if struek by & sudden thought, turned back,

“I quite forgot,” she said, * Fraucis re-
turned the letter, but not the-envelope.”

. %What!—he did nof return the enve-
lopet™

- #No, and the omission only occurred to
me ab this moment,”

“Then you may rest sssured that the
envelope has given him his clew,” said
Gonway, eagerly. * But how could ithei™

Ho Yooked at her, almost as passionately
as ehe had looked &t him not many minates
before—looked 86 if hé would, by sheer

foroe‘of will, master the gecret which eluded. |

- bim. Butafter a moment another aspect
of tho affair oecurred to him, and a dark,
"troubled clond eame into his eyes, -

“The matter |-

- ¥ He has carried away a most important

proof,” he said; *“and he has literally tied

‘ny hands nntil it ean be recovered.”

“ How i—what is it 2 "

He spswered her by handing her the
detective’s letter, and bidding her read it.
She did so, eagerly ; and, when she finished,
looked af him with amazement and. incre-
dulity struggling together on her face, -

" “T don't understand,” she said. * What
does it mean ?

He explained to her in o few brief but
foreible words his own view of what it
meant; and, although she was quick enough
to understand him, she was plainly not pre-
pared to accept his conclusions,

“I ocannot believe it,” she eried. “I . |

cannot believe that Mr. Harding is impli-
cated in such & ferrible crime; and as for
Lavinis Crane—good Heavens! Mr, Conway,
what motive could she have?®

# What difference does it make about
her motive, or want of motive?” inguired
Oonway, almost impatiently. *“We must
deal with facts, not with probabilities,  Foi
my part, I should walk on straight to my
goal over & hundred Lavinia Cranes. You
agree with me that this seal is an important
link of proof? ”

“Yes; I see that clearly.”

“Then the mext thing is to follow the
track of inguiry which it opens, Can you
tell me whether or nof Miss Crane has been
in Edgerton?”

“&he has been awsy from home—I]
chance to know that mumeh. Mra. Crane
sends every day fo inquire about mamma;
and she sent this morning. The servant
also brought a basket of fruit; so I had to
seo her, and return a message of acknowl-
edgment. When I asked about the family,
she eaid they were all well except Lavinia,
who got home late last night, and ‘was feel-
ing badly from traveiling.”

“ Travelling from where?"” .

“She did not say, and I did not inquire.”

“How can I find out? It is unportant‘

that I should know.”

Conatance thought a moment and then

gatd: Perhaps Nanoy cen tell. Servants

are such gossips, that she may have hd‘arﬂ -
“Will you call her and inquire$® -
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% Well, no,” she said, after a second’s
consideration. ** That might excite her sus-
picions. I think T had better go.and. find
out in sn informal way whether she knows
or aot.? ‘

“Go, by all means.”

She went, and returned in & few min-
utes, with not a little suppressed exciterent
in her face. Baefore she spoke, Jonway saw

that the detective fever had begun to. take

posaession of her also,
¢ Naney says that the servant told “her

that Lavinia had been to Edgerton,” she

said, * and also hinted that it was likely she
would be married soon—to Mr. Harding.
Stop! Don’t think you have gained an im-
porient step ”"—for Conway made an exola-
mation—*1 have just remembered some-
thing which overtlrows your whole ground-
work of proof. -Lavinia and Mabel had

‘saals exactly slike.”

“You cannot be in earnest.”

“T am, though—entirely in earnest. I
remember distinetly the day Mabel bought
that seal, and, as it chanced, Lavinia came
into the shop whilo she was doing so.
There were only two of them, and she
bought the other.” L

“But is it likely that her seal would
have Mabel’s initials on it2 "

. “%Ah, T had forgotten that!
course not.”

« And if she had really no share in the
matter, her seal will be still in her own pos-
sossion.” '

“But how are we to find out whether
or not it isf?

. “Easily enough—by sending and asking
to borrow it. You can do so on almost any
pretext, or by means of the truth, if you
prefer it. Write 2 note; tell her yon have

No, of

received a letter professing to come from

Mabel, end wish to identify the sesl. Un-
der those circumstances, she cannot refuse

“to lend hers, if she has it.”

-Constance was that rare pearl among her
gex-a woman who never wasted words.
There was s writing-desk on 4 side-table,
and ghe went to it at once. In five minutes
the notg was written and ‘dispatched. It
i ‘an hour at least before an answer
-wad refusmed. Then Nancy came in with a

note which Constance opemed hurriedly.
Having done so, she found that this was what
it had teken Miss Crane half an hour to
By

“Dzar Coxeranor: I regret very much

‘that I have not the seal you wish to borrow.

I gave it to a friend some weeks ago, but
perhaps you are not aware thet only a
day or two before Mahel ¥—[* disappeared *
seratehod out, and *left home ' sabatituted]

—"T exchanged seals with her, she liking
best the setting of mine, and I much prefer-
ring the setting of hers. You may remem.
ber that thers was a difference between
them in-thisrespect, and, by referring to the
impression of which you speak, you can ea-
sily tell whether it was made by my seal—
that is, the one which is hers now—for the
rim of it had sharp points, while hers was
quite plain. I am very sorry to hear that
the letter to which you allude is not genu-~
ine. It would be such & relief to Mrs, Lee
and myself, and indeed to all of us, H we
could only hear some relisble news of our
dear Mabel, With kindest regerds {p your
maother, .
) 1 am sincerely,

“ Lavinia ORANE.

“ P, B.—Perhaps, to aveid any misun-
derstanding, I hod better say that the friend
to whom I gave the seal was Mr. Harding, '
He always admired the device very much,
and desived to mse it in sealing his lefters to
me. The last Jetter I had from him-(re-
ceived while I was in Edgerton) was sealed
with it.”

Congtance had read the note alond; and
now, laying it down, she Iooked st her doms
panion. “Well,” she said, “have we galned
any thing ¢

“We have gained the knowledge that if
Miss Orane is acting at all in the business,
she is acting as & blind instrument, or else -
that she is playing a very deep gamie,” he
answered, dryly. ' '

“Why do you think go 2"

I think ao ‘mainly beeasse of this note,
It s too candid, and goes too much into de-
tail. - Perhaps I am morbidly prone to sus-

‘picion—I am perfectly aware that my mind
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is hot in a condition to judge fairly just]

" now~—but it looks badly to me."”

o %But, if your .susplolons were well
founded, would she have mentioned the let-
ter she—recewed from Mr, Hardmg while she
was in Edgertont”- -

" “Not if she had been wise, undoubtediy

. It is. yrdbable, ‘however, that she may have
suspected our knowledge of it, and wished
Yy this means to throw us off the scent.”
T Mr., Conway | *—Constance fairly
shrank—¥ remember, before you say such
‘things that she may be—that there is every
resson to believe she is—as innocent as you
or LY :

¢ 1f ghe ia 1nnocent our suspicions will
not harm her,” sald Oonway, coolly. - “If
ghe is guilty, in eny degroe; let her look to
it.. "AsT told you before, we cannot stop to
weigh individual trustworthiness in such a

Angbter as this. Any detective will tell you

“thit ju’ these cases they generally find the
criminal among those who are lenst sus-
pocted; who are most held above suspiclon.”

© “How horrible!”
“Yes, horrible, but true. Now, do you
see what our nexi step shounld bet?
 An examination of the seal on the let-

* ter, of course.”

- . % Yes, an examination of the seal on the

* letter, Until that is done, we eannot move
o step farther.”

# And that cannot be done until we hoar

" from Francis.”

<% No, Soitis that, with the best pos- .

gible motives, Mr. Nowell has made himself
a hinderance instead of a help to search.
Horely against my inclination, T will wait
one week for that envelope.  If, at the end
of that time, he has not returned, and is not
heard from, I shall start for Virginia.”

et

CHAPTER Xﬁﬂ.
BROKEN DOWN.

Tz suﬁ of a hot August day was fast
ginking to ifs' rest, when a very tired and

dusty traveller entered a small Virginia |

village, and, instead of proceeding to.the
hotel which swung a conspicions mgr@goss

the principal street, stopped to ask a passer-
by where he would find the residence of the
Rev. Mr. Harding; and, after receiving the
information, rode away in that direction.

It proved to be a substantisl house of red

brick, situated in & grove of elms, in the
suburbs of the town—with a clean gravel-
walk leading up to the front doot, o bright
brass plate and'knocker, and & general air
of respectability and comfort. The traveller
left his horse at the gate, went up the walk,
knocked at the door, and found his knock
almost immediately answered by s lady in

& black-gilk dress and white-lace cap, who

came rustling down the passage toward him
—a lady whom he infmediately identified as
& certain sombre terror of his childkood.

“ T3 Mr., Harding—Mr. Cyril Harding, I
mean—at home, madamt¥ he -asked, un-
covering at her approach.

A pair of stony eyes viewed him with
evident suspicion and jurking vecognition—
while a stony voice answered, coldly:

My sou is not at home ab present. He
has gome out. But if you will leave your
name, or o'all again in the course of an hour
or two—

“Pgrdon me,” interrupted the stranger
quickly ; “butif you will allow me, Ishould
prefer to wait for him. Is he likely to be
long in coming?”

- «T cannot say. Is your bustness with
him important ™ -

“Very important.”

“In that case, I mey be able to assist
you. I am his mother, sir.”

“] gm happy to make your acquamt—
ance,” sald the gentleman, with a bow and
a smilé; “but my business is with your son
glone.”

¢ e may not return for some time."”

“GtiN, if you will allow me, I will wait
for him,”

Mrs, Harding drew back, slightly dwcom~
fited. - This impenetrable courtesy and

steady determination were too much forher, -

She opened a door on one side. .
“You den wait here,” she maid w‘!y—-—
and closed it on him.
Warm as the day was, a.nd he&tﬁﬂa& ha
had been, he absolutely shivered int gold,

vanlt-like atmosphere t}mt rughed. oyer-hw,
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when he entered the room--a .room, the
Winds of which were all closed, the sashes
down, the furniture mufiled up in linen, and
the general appearance one of cold, sepul-
chral solemnity.
silently, and had only noted this much when

“the door opened agaim, and the stony face

looked in.
oo When my son. eomes, who shall T tell
him is waiting? " Mrs. Harding asked, in the
pame forbidding voice, and with the 8ame
forbidding manner.

“An old acquam’cance, if you please,”
the other answered,

“ Nothing more?”

“ Nothing more.”

The door closed agam—thls time with a
peroeptible beng—and then an angry rustle
of skirts Was heard retreating down the pas-
page., ’

At least three-guarters of an hour elapsad
before it opened again, and this time Cyril
Harding himself stood on the threshold. He
locked a little disturbod—for it is mof, at
any time, yn encouraging thing to hear that
& stranger, who declines to give his name,
is waiting for one—but this slight uncer-
tainty and trepidation changed to downright
startled astonishment. when he saw who
that stranger was,

“Good Heavens!” he said

—Ig it you?”

“Yes, it is I" fmswered the - other.
“You did not expect me, I dare say. Shut
the door and come in, I have something to
say to you.”

“But what has brouo‘hfr—” )

“8hut the door, and you shall scon heer
enough, What I have to say is not to be
52id for tho benefit of the honge”

The tone of command was not to be dis-
obeyed, excepting by stronger merves than
those of Mr. Harding. He looked a little
apprehensively over his shoulder—mutterad
a word or two, it seemed-—and came in;
closing the door behind him. His cousin
met him in the middle of the floor, but,
ingtead of touching the hand he extended,

threw an. open letter down on the centre- |

table which stood ‘between them, .-

t

. “Ton't offer to shakd hands WIth me, »

hesaid. “Read that”

He looked round him

“ 00ﬁwa.y! 7

“ What—what is it

* Read it, and you will ses.”

Apparen{'.ly lost in sarprise, Mr, Hardmg
took it up, and Copway watched him nar-
towly 45 he read the forged letter.. When
he came to the last word, he folded the
sheof, and laid it down a’gain. The first
shock was over, and “his usual formality of
speech and bearing had returned o him., .

“T am very glad to hear thisnews. It
is truly gratifying,” he said. “I congratu-
late my uncle, and the family of the young
lady—I suppose I should also congratulate
yourself, - But I am at & loss to kpow how
the matter concerns me."

% Perhaps you will know when I #<ll yon
that the day for this simulation is over,”
said Oonway, sternly. “I don't impugn
your wisdom in writing, or causing that Tet-
ter to be written, Mr. Harding; but I-do
wonder that you did not take more pains.
to' guard against deteetmn than you have
dore.” T

-« write 1—T cause to be wntten I—Mn
Jonway, you had better take care what ypu
are saying.” -

“Bah!" said Conway, Wlth the sneer
which Mr. Blake specially detested: and
colled #the captain’s own"—'*hah! do you
think to intimidate me? You might know
better by this time. There is no good i in
losing temper, Mr. Harding. I have come
here for information: and I mean to have
it—if I have to drag it out of your throat!
If you were not. the person- directly :con-
cerned in the abduotion of Mabel Lee, yon
had a share in it; and T am here te give' you
warning that it will be your best policy:to
acknowledge every thing at omee If she
is still unharmed, and you ctin assist: vs to

‘restue her, T am-empowered by my unele to

promise that thers will be no IegaI prosecu-
tion, But if yon refuse—-" .

41 willnot hear another worc'll " oried
Mr, Harding; losing -all his formahty in the
excitement and passion of the moment, % I
will not hear snother word! How: do
you dare to.come here to my own, home,
and ingult me in this mannar? I have only
one answer for yon—leave the honsel -

“] will leave it when I have finlshed
-what T bave. to. say,”, snswered: Conway.
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‘fYou"had better hear me out, and count
.the comséquences of refusal, before you do
vefiwe, - I can asgure you of one thing—it

. will g hard with you if Ileave this house

‘without ‘that for which I came into it.
Understand ' cloarly, that I only apply to
you, a8 & means of sgving time.
i in my hends, and you know me well
enough to be sure that I will follow it up
like a blood-hound! I will never weary—
_ 1 will never give up, uatil I have fonnd her.
And when I do—mark my words, Oyril

Harding—when I do, you shall be called to

a reckoning such as you never sven dreamed
of! Now do you comprehend the choice

offered you #——and will you tell me your de-

cision § ¥

“In all my life,” said Mr. Harding, “I

—TI never heard any thing to equal this!
Do yeu know that such language is action-
- gble; Mr. Conway? I can bear a great deal
—my Chrigtian profession obliges me to bear
@ great deal—but to be deliberately accused
-of abducting & young lady for whom I have
the lighest esteorn; and of forging letters
-—this is more than even Christianity de-
. mands that I should endure. Onoce more I
ust request you to leave the house.”
- “You have decided, then?” sald Con-
“way. ' “Btopl—I give you five minutes
‘more. For your own' sake, you had better
_think again.”

“ T will not thmk & moment, Leave the
housel ;

“You absolutely refuse to give me any
information sbout Mabel Lee?” -

““T have no information to give—not a
word. ' know nothing about her. I have
no déubt the letter is genuine, I have no
doubt but thet she hay eloped— Don’t,

» Conway! Don't touch me, or I shall call
asalstance.”

Ho retreated backward, and his volce

rose into a ery, at the last words, for, almost

wneonsciously, Odnway had made a step |
“eried ; “come here this instant]” .

toward hini, with a flash of the eye that
plainty meant miechief. In a moment-—be-

" fore ‘the latter eould spesk—the ‘door was
-burst wide open; -and Mrs. Harding rushed |

into'the- room, snd ‘threw her arms about
har &0,

“Leave the house tl:us mstanti " ghe

The clew,

gried, addressing Conway over hershoulder,
“ How dare you come here to threaten and
attack my son? Isit not enough that yon
heve injured him already by your scheming,

and made my brother deprive him of his
rightful inheritance, to give it to you—yon,

an adventurer, a swindler, a murderer, I
dare say, if the truth were only known, you
have made away with the girl yourself—that
is the truth of the matter—and you have
come here to charge my son, my honorable,
high-minded son, with your own crime!
Leave the house—or I shall call the servants
to put you out! ? ‘

¢ (all them, by all means, madam,”. said
Conway. “They will be excellent witnesses
of the charge I make against your honor-
able, high-minded son. T did not know
that he had stationed you at the key-hole;

or I might have agsured him sooner that I

have nobt the least intention of personal
violence. Sinee you have assisted at the
entire interview, I suppose I need not give
you any explanation of the business that has
brought me here,”

“T know that if I had been in my son’s
place, T would have made you leave the
house, before you had said five words,” -

Hé bowed—smiling slightly.

“# Allow me to acknowledge your kind
consideration. I will not intrude upon your
hospitality any longer then to repeat the
warning I have slready given. My uncle,
outraged as his feelings have been, is averse,
for the sake of his family honor, to making
apublic scandal of the matter, by instituting
legal proceedings against your son—if this
course can he avoided. Tf you desire either
his personal safety, or honorable reputation;
you had better counsel him to regard—"

He was interrupted here by his listener;
who, forsaking hLer son for a moment,

rushed to the door, and sent her volee echo- .

ing through the honse ,
“Mr., Harding— Mr. Harding !¥ she

The words werae like a spell. - Before the
instant had elapsed, ‘s pair of elippers
shuffled hastily down the passage, and sn
elderly edition of Cyril Harding, in-dress-
ing-gown and whjte hair, stood in the door,

Plainly, Mr, Harding, senior, had been trained
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in & good school of prompt marital obe-
dience.

“You called me, my dear?™ he said,
peering-throagh his spectacles at the group
before him.

%(ertainly I called you,” the lady an-
swered, sharply. “If you had any ears, Mr.
Harding, you would not have needed to be
called! If you had any spirit, you would
not have stayed in your study writing, while
your son was being murdered, snd your
wife insulted! "

“ Murdered |—insulted | * said Mr, Hard-
ing, gazing, in a state of bewilderment,
from his son, who "seemed in excellent pres-
ervation, to hls wife, who was evidently in
a towering passion. * My dear, what do
you mean? I knew nothing—my study-door
was closed—and, though I heard your voice,
I thought you were only reproving one of
the servants, as usual, and-— ‘

¢ And I might have been insulted or any
thing else, for all you knew o the contrary |
80 long as you are left in peace, you care
nothing— Do yoit know who that is? Just
answer me—do you know who that is?"

“No, my dear,” replied the reverend
gontleman, -hesitatingly, as he looked st
Uonway, toward whom his wife pointed,
“The room is so dark that I cannot see dis-
tinotly; but I do not think I am acquainted
with the gentleman.”

" “Let me tell you, then, that, while you
WeTo MOORIRg OVer yOur Sermon, YOur son
might have been killed §f I—J, & weak wom-

an—had not come to his defence. Ob, you
need not Jook at me in that way! It is true
—a4 trne as that this man standing here is
Philip Conway.”

At the sound of that name, Mr, Harding

: recoiled, as if a loaded pistol had been pre-

sented af his head.
“ God bless my soul! " he gasped. “Is
this true 2 ®

He locked at Gonway, snd Conway

bowed, as he had bowed before in acknowl-
edgment of Mrs. Harding's ‘desire to see
him put ont of the house,

“That is my. name, sir,” he said. *“But

' therq is. really' no necessity for yon to look |,

g0 glarmed. T do not intend fo blow up
your house; and—although I regret the ne-

cessity of contradieting alady—I have had
no intention of murdermg your son, or in-
sulting your wife, I am glad to give you
this personal assurance, and I am alse glad
to see you for another reason. No doubt
you have heard of the abduction of Miss
Lee, which took place during your son's

- visit at Seyton House, Are you aware that

he rests mnder a grave suspicion of being
implicated in i3 "

“Who?t Myson?—0COyril? You must
be mad, sir1"

“ My madness has excellent’ method. in 1t
then—as he will learn,”

% But—good Heavens I—Cyril, younever
mentioned this to me. Who suspects you
of such a thing? "

“You will have to ask Mr Oonway

| that,” answered Cyril, with as much dig-

nil;y‘as & man can be expected to possess
who is penned in & corner, and mounted
guard over, by a-ponderous black silk: “I
Imow nething about, it, excepiing that he
has come here in this unezpected manner,
and insulted me by the most groundless’
charges, and ontrageous threats,”

“ Perhaps Mr. Uonway will explain him-
self? " said the father, turning round.

*“With pleasure, sir,” answered Conway. -

"4 As a first step to doing so, will you oblige

me by reading this?®

He extended the forged letter 28 ke
spoke, and Mr. Harding was about to take
it, when Lis wife mterfered-—-shorﬂy and
aharply

“ Are you going to lston to eharggs like
this, Mr. Harding? Are you going to read
& vile thing of that sort, with your inno-
cent, slendered son standing by? Tesar the
letter up before his face, and turn him out
of the house! "

“ But, my dear,” expostulated the hua-
band, *if I don’t read the letter, how am I
to know what Oyril is acoused of? ”

“What do you want to know for? Af
ter his uncle’s. niind has been pdisened
sgainst him, and he has been turned out of -

‘his lawful rights, are. you going to let the

same viper poison your.mind too "

“8ir," said the viper in questton,{ “y be-
lieve I hear& _you mention your study. . If
you will allow me to-accompany you there,
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I may succeed better in placmg the matter
before you,” -

- Accompany “him - there !—-accompany
him there indeed!® orled Mrs, Harding,
whose voice rose higher. every moment.
“What do you think him, that he should
teke youw off in secret, to -hear slanders
dgainet his son § ¥

“What I think him, madam, is not of the
Teast importance,”- Conway said.  “Buat I
perceive that I have little chance of being
heard.”

Before Mrs. Harding could reply; her son

~gave his first and only indication of manly
courage, by puttmg her aside and stepping
forward,

% This matter concerns’ me,” he said,
with- his vsnal pomposify, but also with a

‘touch of dignity quite unusual. “I am per-
foetly willing that Mr. Conway should lay
it, in all its bearings, before my father, It
will ‘be strange if he has found one proof
agninst e half as strong &s the many that
were hrought against him, before I left
Beyton - House.—Hush, mother}—IJet him
speak.”

"« Turning to the father, Mr, Conway spoke
accordingly,: His language was forcible,
and oolorad necessarily, though unconscions-

* ly, by his own convictions. He began with

Mr, Hording’s own confession that he had

overheard - the declarstion or the island,

which’ (according to goneral belief) de-
étrayéd hig hopes of the inheritance. This

. link in the chain of evidence seemed very

Bllght, ke #aid, but it weighed heavily when
* taken in .conneotion with after - events,
Then 'came -the history of those affer-

. events: the mysteridus disappearance of |

Mabel; the fact that Mr. Harding alone had
been sbsent on that afternoon; the testi-
rhony of the man who affirmed that he had
met one of the Seyton Honse trio of gentle-
men with Mabel on the river; and, Iastly, the
forged letter, and the seal which: her sister
4t vzico fdentified as Mabel's, and which a

" ‘witness (he did notsay who) was prepared
* to./prove had been in Mr, Harding's posses- |

sion at the very- time the letter was written.
It was, on the whole, a poor array of

evidence~for of course the subtler part of

it, the acts; and words, and tones, that had

weighed: the most with M. Seﬁoﬁ, and

‘aven with Conway himself, could have ne

place inthis cold »ésumé of facts, Regarded
from an entirely dispassionate point of view,
the most unprejudiced parents slive might
hgve been excused if they had listened as
ineredulously os Mr. and Mrs, Harding did.
“ Apparently your evidence can be
summed up very briefly,” said the former.
“My son chanced to take a ride on the af-
ternoon of the young lady’s disappearance,
and, on the strength of that accidental ab-
senoce, you identify him with an unknown
man who was seen on the river, .Asfor

with forging that, merely because the im-
pression on its seal bore some real or fan-
cled resemblance to another seal which (as
he has told you) was given him by another
young lady. Really, Mr. Oonway, if you
have come two hundred miles to tell this
story, I am only-sorry that you should have
taken so much frouble for nothing.”
Conway took mp the open letter, folded

swered, Then he spoke very quietly: |

“The array, of évidence looks very slight
to you, sir, of course, end equally, of course,
your feeling iz all with your son. Ihave
done my part, in placing the matter before
you, . Once more—" and he turned to his
cousin, as he spoke—*do you refuse to
make 8 compromise, while there is yet time?
Remember that, after I have crossed this
threshold, your opportunity is past. After
to-day, I shall speak by the law, if the law
will reach you. If not, by another and even
gurer means,”

He looked keenly into the face before
him, but he read there not even so much as
one token of yielding, - It was very white,
and the lips quivered & little, as if from
physical fear; but that was all. Evidently,
if this man were possessed of the secret, he
folt so secure of the alisence of any serious
proof against him that it would: be necos-
sary to wring it from hkim by a sterner
method than this had been. ,

“You arp resolved?™ Conway asked,
withoat removing his eyes,

angwers that had gone before. S

the letter, it appears that you charge him .

and returned it to his pocket, before he an-

-And the answer came, exactly hke :ﬁhose
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 There is mothing toresolve. Iam ig-
norant of every thing you wish fo know.
As for your acousations and threats, I leave
them to fall back on your own head, when
you learn their injustice.” :

Conway smiled bitterly.

“That is a degree of Christian charity
worthy of so eminent a follower of the
Pharisees. Hear my wish now : that when

“the bolt of discovery falls—as it will fall,

sooner or Iaber—it may blight every human
sou! connected with the perpetration of this
dastardly outrage!”

All the pagsion within him—the passion

he had curbed so steadily throughout the

interview —broke forth in those words.
There was something fairly tragic in his
tone, as he hurled them like a curse at the
assembled funily ; and then, turning round,
quitted the room withont another word.

Late that night, he entered his chamber
at the hotel, and, closing the door, sank
wearily into & chair. AIl the evening, he
had been busily engaged in endeavoring to
discover every thing possible about Cyril
Harding's daily life—his habits, his eccupa-
tions, even his most trivial cnstoms—but it
had all proved vain and fruitless Jabor. He
had failed to find one single cireumstance |
to help him in his search, From all that he
conld learn, thelife of the man whom he sus-
pected seemed fair and open as the day—a
page for all the world toread. Some people
spoke laughingly of his austere pisty and
formal manners, but even these appeared
to respect, though they laughed; and no
one ventured to say that his character was
not above the faintest breath of reproach,
At the very outset of his undertaking, Con-
way seemed fo have encountered -an insu-

- perable obstacle to further discovery.

“I feared it would be 5o,” he muttored
to himgelf, as he sat moodily staring at the
floor, “The clew is so slight, the evidence
so frail-~what else could I expect? Iknew

‘that intimidation was almost the only hope;

and it failed completely. I eounted too

_much on hig cowardice, and too little on his

sagacity, it seems~yet Who was to think
that; izgapossessed eny of the last? -The

I think it would puzzle the best detective in
the Paris force. Thera is one thing, ont of .
all the mist, which I see clearly—my own
determmatwn never to relingnish the pur-
suit.”

It was undoubtedly his determination,
but none the less he felt, to the very core of
his heart, that the clew had suddenly and
entirely broken down in his hands,

—r,

CHAPTER XXJII
ON THE TRACK.

“I po not.tell you where I am going, for
I hardly know myself,” had been Nowell's
assurance to his cousin, in the brief note lie
left behind, when he took his sudden de-
parture from Ayre, Yet, despite this assur-
ance, he never halted or tarried on his jonr-
ney until he found himself in the city of
Charleston.  Arriving in the morning, he
arranged  his toilet, and dispatched his
“breakfast with a degme of uncivilized haste
of which hLe had never hefore in his life
been guilty; and, sallying forth from his
hotel, soon pansed at the bourne which had
brougbt him go far—a small stationer’s shop

“at the upper, least fashionable part of ng

Street.

The buildings all around wers wonder-
fully dark and dingy Jew stores, principally
with pinchbeck jewelry in the windows,
and signs promising cheap bargains on the
outside; but this little spot possessed a
brightness and order of ifs own, that made
it seem almost like an oasis in the desert,
It was exceedingly tiny, but a libersl use of
bright paint had so freshened up the inte-
riory that it looked -as inviting as the cav-
ernous entrances near by were the reverse;
while the window was arranged with a
taste and a skill which ata often lacking in
the largest amd most elegant of American
shops. It made a very effective display of

faney stationery, and the many. trifles sup-

posed to be connected therewith — trifles
suoh a8 papiér-maohé writing-desks, ink-
stands of rare and-curious devies, ivory
paper-knives, erystal paper-weights, and all

‘quiﬁit)h now is, What fo do next? Truly

tho extensive parsphernalia of writing at
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esse. A Fremch name was lettered over

- the door, and when Nowell entered he saw
that it was a French face whose bright
brown eyes looked up at him. from behind
the cosnter., The face belonged to 4 short,
stout figure, and would have been extreme-
Iy youthfol in appearance if the white hair
surrounding it had not imparted something
of the aspect of age. The fresh, rosy com-
plexion contrasted with this very well, how-
ever, and & beaming smile seconded the
wonderfully perfect courtesy of his nation,
as the little man crossed his hends one over
the other and béwed deeply.

“Votre servant, sare,” he said, in very
broken English, ¢ Vat may I haf ze honor
to show you, sar?”

Nowell glanced rownd him in some per-
plexity—he had come so little prepared for
his part, that he did not even possess a
ready-made want,

“T would like to see some wriling-
paper,” he said, af'ter & panse, “‘and—and

" envelopes, if you pleuse "

“Papaire and envelopes,” repeated the
© little man, * Oui, onij I haf zem, sare, and
of ze best, Will you haf zem to mach §”

#Tq do what?” asked Nowell, in some
gurprise. :

% To mach~—is not that what you would
say? To be alike—to suit.”

“Oh, to match. Yes—mno—that is, I
would prefer them like this.,” And he laid
down on the counter the envelope in which
the forged letter had beer enclosed, but
which he had not returnsd with that letter.

The Frenchman bent his head to exam-
ine it, and then looked up-again,

% 0ui,” he said, “I haf plenty like dat,
m’sieur, Dab comed from my stock.” -

“Yeg, I kuow it &id. I saw your mark
on it. And have you more of the same
gort? ¥~ .

“Plenty,” repeated the little statloner,
with a-sigh. “I haf no mooch custom, sare.
Zese peoples zoy likes bigger shops. zan

. ming; and yet, m'stenz, zey finds no such

. papaire elsewhere 28 what I keeps; for 1
‘broaght it viz me from Paris.”

~ “You are lately from Paris, then?”

asked Now_ell, who had his own reasong for

zat is all zey cares.

communicative as possible. The bright
brown eyes looked up at him, sadly enough
in reply. .

“Qui, m'sieur, I am vaire lately from
Paris. I vasin trouble dere, and one kind
good countrymans of yours, he lends me ze
money for to come way, and I comes here
where he lifs and can help me.. Are zese
ze envelopes, sare § "

“ Yeg, these are the ones,” said Nowell,
comparing the envelope in his hand with
the contents of & hox which the Frenchman
placed before him, ‘These are the ones.
You can put me up two packages, The box
geems quite full; so I sappose you have nof
sold any of them before.”

“Vaire fow, saire—vaire few. Zese poo-
ples zey know noting whatevare about good
stationerie. Zey minds noting about how
zey writes zere lettalre—nor what zey
writes zem on, "Va! 8o zey can be reads,
Now, zese are vaire
fine envelopes, save,”

“Yeg,” snid Nowell. “I don't know
much about such things, but I can see that
they are fine.”

“Well, sare, you may not believe me,
but I hafsold them to but one person before
you eomed—but one person, sare.”

“And who was that?” asked Nowell,
eagerly, for the next winding of the clew
secmed almost within his grasp—far nearer
than he had dared to hope it would be.

“ Znt person,” said the little Frenchman,
busily tying up the bundle of envelopes, as
he spoke, ““zat person, sare, was my goot
freent vat helped me here—my freent vat
help me yet ail the time. Is zis all sarct
You said papaire, did you not$”

. “Paper, yes,” answerad Nowell, has-
tily, “The fnest yow hava, Thiz will
do,” .

% No, sare; zat will not do,” said the
stationer, removing from under his hend
some paper that kad been Iying on the count-
er. “You zzy you want ze finest I haf
-Zat am not zo finest T haf, sare. I haf oder
muech finer, sare.”

8o Nowell stood by, possessed with the
very gpirit of impatience, while he .opened
and shnt drawers innimerable, shaking his

desiring "to make the small foreigner as

head over ezch, * Non,” he went on say-

“at'liberty to.bring the conversation back

"o gratefol molsture shimmering at once over

. knowledge placed the next winding of the

‘aphointumait; how far he was from the end,
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ing, “Zis not de finest,” until at last the
goant patience of his customer gave way.

“That will do,” he said. ¢ Any will do,
I assure you. I am in haste, I really can-
not wait—"

% AN, here it is] ™ exclalmed the other,
who was not poying the least attention to
him, but had suddenly jerked out a drawer,
and found what he wanted, *Here it is,
sare! " he said, bringing forward some
creamy-tinted paper, whick bore the finest
Paris mark, and looked a9 if it was meant
for nothmff but dillet-dous purposes. Now-
ell had about as much use for it as he would
have had for the pen from a pigeon’s wing,
and the violet-colored ink which should
properly have accompanied it. But he
‘bought largely, nevertheless, and then felt

to the question which was tormenting
him, ,

“Your friend, who lielped you to come
over from Paris, must be a very kind per-
son,” he said. **Is he 4 Oharlestonign 27

" “ Oui, m'sieur," said the little man, with

his eyes. “Heis g Sharlestonian. He lify
here, and he s vaire goot—vaire, vaire goot,
m’sienr.”

“*Perhaps T Jknow him. You would not
mind telling me his name, would you?”

* Non, 'm’sieur. Vhy should I .mind?
Efery one must know him to be a goot man,
Le bon Dieu knows it, I am zare. Heo is
no

- “Bat I thought you were gomg to tell
me his name?

S 0ui; and so T am,
sieur Amshe "

“1 knew it,” s8id Nowell, half aloud

And; strange to say, he felt that he had |
known it all along—known that the poor
little foreigner’s generous patron could only
be the man whom he had met as Mr- Sey-
ton’s ‘guest, and Philip Conway'’s' friend.
Yeot, now that the confirmation of.this

Hls name is Mon—

clow in his hends, he saw, with bitter dis-

Amshel He could not, by any stretch of,
lmagmatmn connect Mabel’s disappearance

ke had expected to hear of him; gnd et
now that he Liad done 50, he felt that it wis
impossible to accept the coaolusion pre-
sented. Despite his being Gonway sﬁ-lend
he had liked him cordially, and trusted: him
entirely ; and he could not bring hinjssif to
believe—what he would have suspected
quickly enough of any other man—that he
hed any share in the abduction. The en-
velope niight have passed from his posses-
sion to that of his friend, in the' most natu-
ral manner possible, .And yet, perhaps, it
was his duty to follow out the clow as it
wag presented to him; or, in other words,
to track Alnslie down, as & means of un-
masking the friend for whom he might be
acting. He hesitated orly a moment over
thig deubt ; then he turned round to the lit-
tle shopkeeper with a good denl of the
brusque sharpness that, young as ho was,
made witnesses tremble before lis oross-
exaipinations.

“I know Mr. Ainglie well,” he smd

“and I am snxious to see h1m Can you
give me his address ?

“Oul, m’sieur, viz plasir. But, if you
vish to see him vaire ﬂoon, zo club might
be_?i

“I wish to ses him privately. I don’t
care’ to go to the club.  Where - does he
livet”

“He lifs, m'sieur, at No. — » Bootledge
Street. You will ﬁnd him zere mosﬁ tzmes,
vhen he is not at the club,”

Nowell made his acknowledgrents,
and, pocketing his paper, left the shop. As
| e walked slowly and med:tatwely down -
King Street, he resolved in his mind what
hig best course of action would be. He
monst see Ainslie—there was 1o guestion as
to that. One critical exXamination of the
man’s face would enable hii, he' doubted
not, to judge whether he was guilty of the
comphmty in Conway's crime, which eir-
cumsta.nces seemed to mdlcate Satisfied
on this point, his way was cloar before him;
but at present he felt more hopelesaly per-
plexed than ever before, dark’ as the affsir
had been from the first. Yes, he must see
Ainslie—but how? Call on him {—and up.

‘on what protence? Seek and questton him

with Aém.” Ever sincé he entered the shop,
S e A

with an sbrupt: directness that might so
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take Lim by eurprise as to make his counte-
nance beiray him{ Caution smd no; the
g}ﬁiest manifestation of suspicion would

. ting him on his guard. Call on him
Kin 8 §;,9 social way, as being accidentally
Wit upon business, and unable to deny
hlmself the pleasure of renewing so agreea-
ble an scquaintance as that of Mr. Ainslie?
He dismissed this thought af once, as un-
‘worthy. No.social treason for him; he lefs
that for Qonway & Co., if Ainslie made one
of such a firm. . No, he thought, he must
meet the man upon neutral ground; meet
him apparently by accident; and meantime
he would obtain all possible information
. coneerring him; what was his character—
-"what his manner of life. He had now been

- o absorbed in reverie as to pass, without

notice, the street which he omght to have
taken on his way back to the Charleston
" Hotel, Becoming suddenly awake to his

surroundings, he perceived that he had
reached the point at which King is inter-
socted by Broad Street. He turned into the
last named, and, not wishing again to lose
his way and his time by forgetfulness, was

careful to keep his thoughts about him, as

he traversed the square between King and
Meeting Strests, and turned up toward the
hotel. -His eyes being open accordingly, he
had not taken three steps after turning the
corner, ere his attention was atiracted by
the figare of a genﬂemtm who made one of
8 group standing on the pavement just in
front of Hibernian Hall. When his eve
first felI .upon the man (whose back was
that way), he absolutely started, thinking
that Phxhp Conwsay was before hun but a
second glance showed him his mlstake
The hair was brown, instead of black, and
the fgrm, though of the same height and
general appeargnce, lacked the grace and
gymimetry so remarkable in that of his hated
vival, Tt was Ainlie o saw. Iis late ab-
gence . of mind, in bringing him several
squnres out of his way, had- given him the
accldental meeting for which he was at that
very moment wishing.

Sls.ckenmg his pace, he had ample time
to regain. the composure of countenance
wluoh the first gight of Ainslie had some-
what dlsturbed “and was ful]y prepared for |
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the interview, not only with imperturbable
self~possession on his own part, but also to
note carefally the effect whick his unex-
pocted appearance would producs upon the
other. :
the group, it suddenly separated, three of
the four gentlemen of which it consisted
passing down the strest, and of course
meeting him, while the fourth, Ainslie him-
gelf, went on in the opposite direction. But
he had scarcely parted from the others, be-
fore he turned suddenly o speak to them
again; and he started violently, as Nowell
could not but remark, when he saw the
young lawyer. That astuie observer ac-

knowledged to himself, however, that, if the

start was eansed by any thing sgve surprise,

My, Ainslie was wonderfully quick in recov--

ering himself. He advanced at once in the
easiest, most graceful manner, expressing,
in terms which, though cordisl in the ex-
treme, did not sound exaggerated, his plegs-
ure at 80 unlooked-for & meeting, And all
the while Iie spoke, while asking about
Nowell himself, and then inquiring after his
other friends and acquaintances in the up-
country, there was in his air, his voice, his
looks, & certain respectful sedness, which,
much more eloquently than any words he
could have uttered, expressed his recollec-
tion of the last days he had spent in the up-
country, and his sympathy with the grief
of those daya.
plegsed by the fact with which he svoided

the mention of Conway's name; and, thaw-

ing a little from his ordinary fizedness of
manner, he with perfect sincerity assured

Mr, Ainslie thet he was very glad to see |

him,
They had walked on together while ex-

changing these first greefings; and now
Ainglie said, with apologetic hesitation of
manner;

T hope, Mr. Nowell, you wxll not tlunk
I take too great a liberty in asking. if you
have made any discovery yet abouf. Mies
Lge's disappearance?

Nowell shook his head. * None what-_
ever.,” After & rapid mental consideration
48 to the expediency of mentioningthié:Jet-
ter, he added: “My cousin was véry. innch
excited a day or two before I left.liomsé, by

‘When he was within a few yards of

Nowell was particnlarly
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receiving &'letter which purported to be
from her sister. Isaw at once that it was
& forgery, and so Constance perceived, as
goon ad the fact was snggested to her,”

“ A forgery!™

“ A forgery without doubt."”

* That isstrange,” said Ainslie, thought-
fally; * very strange! ¥

“ Not more so than all that preceded it,”
answered Nowell, compelling himself by a
great offort to continue, or at least not to

" decline, disomssing the subject.-— bitterly

painfal a8 the slightest allusion to it was to

him,
“And did the letter afford no clew by

which to detect the writer—the post-mark,

for instance ? "

“It wonld be a bungler, indeed, who
would betray himself by voluntarily putting
any thing which could afford a elew into our
honds, The post-mark—no, Like the let-
ter itself, it was clearly intended to blind
fnquiry. It is that of Edgerton. Of course,
the letter was mailed there on purpose to
givea false olew, if we had been so simple as
to fall into the trap.”

“And you have nob even written to
meke inquiries of the postmaster! I can’t

' . but think—pardon me—that it might be

well to do that.”

“¥ promised my cousin that I would sift
the thing to the bettom, on my return home,
if nothing had in the mean time been dis-
covered. Bat no information can be gained,
I am sure, through the medinm of the post-
office.” He pamsed. “I am sorry I must
say good-morning here, Mr, Ainslie. I am
Jjust returning to my room "—he motioned
toward the Charleston Hotel, opposita to
which: they were standing—* to: prepare a
business paper, and am engsged for the
whole day; so that T shall notprobably have
the pleasure of seeing you sgain, But I am

glad to have met you.” -

*Buf you are not leaving town at once,

. I suppose? Can’t you dine with me? I
- ghall be delighted to see you st my house,

No,-—RutledgeStreet, at any hour most con-

K venient, to you, from three to eight o’clock,

or-later, if you prefor,” he added, Ianghingly.
o “Thank you.. I sm sorry to say thet it
is impogsible. I .am extramely anxious to
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got back to Ayre; and, the moment that I
kave concluded the business which brought
me here, I shall leave—to-morrow morning,
or it may be to-night,” -

Ainslie expressed his regref, seeming
rea,lly, 8 he said, much disappointed at see-
ing so litsle of Mr Nowell. He even endesy-
ored to alter the decision of that gentloman
with regard to declining his invitetion to
dinner. But Nowell was immovable, Re-
peating his assurance that he had an impor-
tant business paper to write, and several
engagements afterward thet would oceupy
“him all day, he shook hands, in very friendly
spirit, apparently, and, crossing the street,
entered the hotel.

Ainslie stood still, looking after him,
until he vanished within the open portal,
then muttering, half aloud, "I am sorry he
would not dine with me,” ho sauntered on
up the street. ‘

Nowell went to his room, took out his
writing-materials, and sot down to the table
to go to work. But he seemed in no hurry
to commence his task, Leaning his head on
his hand, he went over in his mind every
look and word of Ainslie—weighing each one
deliberately, and then regarding them col-
lectively. .“Did any thing in the face or
manner look like guilt?” he asked himself,
And he could remember but one thing which
had the faintest appearance of {t-—that firat
start upon seeing him. Yet, a9 he had
thought at the time, that might have been
camsed by surprise only. But why, suggest-
ed Suspicion, should the. mere unexpected
sight of a stranger have excited a degree of
surprise amounting at the moment to posi-
tive emotion? It was singular, assuredly,
but not impossible, Reason answered. On
the whole, the wished-for meeting had not
done much to settle his opinion—had done
nothing, in fact, for he was just ag mueh in
doubt now as he had been before,

With somethmg like a groan he Lfted
his head, and suffered his hand to fall pas-
sively to the table. But he soon roused
himself from this unaceustomed mood of
defection; and began to write, gradually re-

.gaining, a3 he went on, his habitual enérgy

and intentness of purpose. He was making

out a conclse statement of the eircninstanees
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of - Mabel's dlsappearance, 03 explanatory
of the suspicion which he now entertained
of Ainslie’s possible complicity in. her ab-
duction, which statement he purposed sub-
mitting to the chief of police, in ‘order to
take counsel with that funetionary as to the
best means of proceeding in the watch
which he intended to keep upon Ainslie’s
movements.

v

OHAPTER XXIV.
WO HEADS ARE BETTER THAN ONE.

He had finished a rough draft of his
statement, and was reading it over, striking |
out a good many Buperﬂuous words, and al-
tering or adding a few, when he was inter-
rupted by a knock at his door.

% Qome in,” he said, in no very gracious
tone; and he muttered an exclamation of
annoyajlce, wondering who his visitor could
be a9 the door opened, and a servant ad-
vanced with'a card, . He had plenty of ge-
quaintances and friends in Oharleston; but
Ire ‘supposed that most or o}l of them were
ontof town at this season, and, even if they
were in town, how should -they know that
ke was there? . Surely it was net Ainslie,

The man extended the card at the mo-
ment. He ook if, g]anced at the ua\mﬁ with
a surprise’ obviously not pleasurable, and
looked up,

“ An old gentlemat " he inquired,

“Yes, sir—an oldlsh-lookmg gentle—
man.”

u Bhow him up.”

“ Ye, sir.” .

- 4 Vezatious! P he exclaimed, as soon as
the "door closed on the man's exit. And
theli he colored slightly, as if ashamed of
his’ petulance, gnd pushed his papers to-
. gether, thrusting out of sight the sheet he
had . been writing. While doing.this, he
guddenly: béthought him that he ought to
have gone down himself to meet his vigitor,
insteed of sending the servaat, snd he
hastened to repmr his incivility by going at

once,
At .the-head of the stmrs ho was met by
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made him yet more ashamed of the snnoy-

rupted.

“ My dear Mr, Lyndsay, I am heartily
glad to see you!” he exclaimed, with gen-
uine cordiality, ‘I did not know you were
on this side of the Atlantic. You musthave
arrived very lately.”

“Yes; o week or ten days ago.
my family in Virginia, at the White Sulphur
Springs, and came down for a day or two
to take a look at the old town and ettend fo
some business. You passed through the
portico a moment ago, a9 I stood there, and,
something in your appearance siriking me
as familiar, T inquired your name, locked in
the register, and, finding you were from
Ayra, took it for granted that you must be
my old friend Hal’s son—the little Francis
who was 'in jackets the last time I saw
him.” '

“I remember it, and remember you
perfectly. You have not changed percepti-
bly. 1 need not -ask how you are, you are
looking so remarkably well.”

ment,” said Mr. Lyndsay, gravely.

Nowell smiled and then laughed at the
frankly eritical scratiny with which the old
gentleman’s eye was travelling over his per-
son from head to foot.

#1 don't resemble my father, I have
been told,” he remarked.

ting down and taking off his gloves, for they
were by this time in Nowell'sroom. * When
you smile, your face has the expression of

yourself my young friend.” He shook his
head. *Bad policy; believe me.
ten years older than you are. You clever
men generally went to go up-hill too fast,

father’s if he were Yiving, and pull up for a
while in the race yon are running. You

be out of breath when you get there.” .

stopped short’ the diselaimer he was about
to migke, “Oh, I know all that you wonld

on elderly gentléman, whose warm greeting

ance he felt at the idea of being inter- -

Ileft -

“T am sorry I can’t return the compli- . |

“ Not much,” answered Mr, Lyndsay, sit-

his;hut the features ave different. AndI'm
8011y to ses that you are overworking

Yon look 1

Now, take my advice, which would be your

will reach.the goal all the soener, and not

.Nowell laughed again, buk his old frlend y

suy,” ho went on, with & silencing motion :

TWO HEADS ARE.BEITER THAN- ONE.

of the hand; “but I am not speaking merely
from the impression whieh your appearance
gives e, though that would be enough. I
have heard of you frequently., Last year I
met young Tom Ratledge in Paris, and lLe
told me that you were one ¢f the most
rising men in the State, both in your pro-
fesgion and in politics; but that you were
.working yourself to death,”

“ Tom was mistaken, Ihavenever hurt
myself working toe hard. I’m naot looking
well just now—" -

Y4 Welll You are looking about as badly
as & man conld. = Thin and haggard—»

Ho paused, struck, it seemed, by some
sudden thought, and, drawing his chair close
to Nowell‘s, laid his hand on the young
man's arm, saying earnestly: “Boy, your
father was the dearest friend I ever had,
We loved ench other as brothers. If you
are in-any trouble, tel! me what it is frankly,
I may be able to help yon out of it; at least

"I will try. Come, make a clean breas’c of

it! What is the matter "

“My dear Mr. Lyndsay, I am i trouble,
in very great trouble,” said Nowell, whoso
eyes had grown strangely moist aud bright
while his father’s friend spoke. %I will tell
you what it is directly, but first I want to

- ask & question or two. - Are you sequaint-

ed with a young man —a native Charlesto-
nian, I think—Afnslie by name?”

“ Ainslio? ” repeated the other, with the
puzzled Iook of one who is endeavoring to
grasp a thought that is playing at hide-and-
seok in his mermory. Y Ainslie! - That
name certainly—O-h | 7 and his chin elevat-
ed itself several inches In the air, and came

_down agsin, in the emphaszs of that ejacula-

tion. “I recollect now! Ihave no person-
al acquaintance with him, but I know who
youmean. Hum—hum ! he said to himself,
looking at Nowell with a very singular ex-
pregsion on his face. “Go on. What of

 him?"

“You don't know, then, any thing about
his character i—whether he is a man of
honor #%

Mr. Lyndsay smiled & very peculiar
smile. “I know absolutely nothing about
him or his character, excepting that he is*

the son of the most unmitigated raseal I
) ‘
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‘ever met with in the whole course of my.
life.” i .
“ATLEY B

“You were too young at the time of
your uncle Lees death to have understood
much ghout it, but I suppose yowhave heard
ol the cirenmstances sinco

“Yes," answered Nowell, a vague ap-
prehension beginning to dawn upon him,

“Well, Covingtor— the man who in-
veigled Leo and a good many others into o
bubble speculation which ruined them gll—
was the father of this Ainslie, as you oall him,
The thing was mamfestly a swindle, for,.
while his friends were broken all to piaces,
it wos wniversally believed that he himself
mado an immense fortune by the transaction.
A very strong foeling was excitod against
him, particularly when Lee's death oceurred
in the manner it did. He thought it pru-
dent to decamp for a while until the storm of
publio indignation should blow over; and so
he went to Europe, and stayed several years.
On his veturn, he changed his name to Aing-
lio, asserting that he did so in consequence
of having inherited s large property from a
relative of that name in Englend, who made .
it a condition of the inkeritance that he
should agsume his (the legator's) patronymic.
Nobody gave the least credit to his story.
He 4id not recover the social status whioh
he had forfeited, and did not long enjoy his
frandalent gains, dying very shortly after
his retarn.”

“ And Aindlie is his son? »

“Yes. Has he been playing the.same
game over again? snd induced you fo in-
volve youreelf in some pecuniary venture
with him?" ‘

Nowell shook his head. *Itis no money
affair,” he replled “Whether he hay any
thmg to do with it is"the point on which I
am in doubt, and which I am now trying to
sscertain, But you shall hear all about it,”

He recounted . briefly, but dloarly, the
history of Mabel’s mysterions disappearance,
mentioning his own, suspicion of Conway—
& suspicion entertained, he said, by the com-
munity at large—gave 4 detail of the unsue-
eessful search, of the receipt of the lettor,
of lis comriction that it was a forgery, his

dissovery abont the envelope, and finally of




the unoertainty he felt as to whether Ains-
lie was or was not the sgent of Pluhp Con-
: way in the abduetion of his cousin.

‘Mr, Lyndsay listened with' the most ea-

' %g'ér attention and interest, not interrupiing
hind by & word, When he finished speak-
ing, the old gentleman was silent for a mo-
ment, thinking’ deeply. Then he said:
#You seem fully persuaded of Conway's
guilt.” -
%[ am s ﬁrml}r convinced of it as I am
of my own existence.” )
" #Xet, you say, he was engaged to your
8 counn "
vt He'says so; Well, yes—I conceds that
to was engaged to her.”

" “Then what possible motive could have
inducéd him to guch a course as this§”

%I aan’t tell, unless it was- that he de-

. spaired.-of oblaining his uncle's consent fo

the affair, and wished to get Mabel into his

. power,:ind so force his own terms, Seyton
is-hey godfather, and regards her as his own
child. - Conway acknowledged that he was
aware of his uncle’s disapproval of his pre-
tensions.”

- “But, if he has any sense, he could not
expect : to obtain Seyton’s consent by the
perpetration of sich an outrage as thls Is
he s foolt ™
¢ “No. He is not very brilliant intellect-
ually, but he's not a fool,” :

*. % And does Beyton suspect him § "

- Nowell smiled bitterly. * Beyion re-
sents the mere suspicion  of his guilt as an
insult to himself. He has .even, on the

- sfrength of his 'partisanship, declared the
soounrdrel his heir,”
“And the mother and smter of your
¢onsin—which side do they take? ”
. %My aunt s & weak woman, who has

no settled opinion o the subject, She be-

"leves every thing and nothing by turns,
Oonstance, her daughter, is as much infatu-
ated -about- Conway as- his uncle is. But
they tvwo 'are'his only partisans in the whole
country. ‘Everybody -else believes him o
be: guilty. - He: was 'very nearly mobbed the
@y Ileft -Ayre, so. intense is the ind:gau—

. tion that exists agsinst him,” . -

4 8et me. down 88 & third pnrtm:m for
lnzm 1 can't: believe.that any man, eompos
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mentis, would have acted as you think he
hga, And now let me- tell you what you
mmst do, Francis. I think yom said yeu
told Ainslie that you might leave town this

evening.”?

#Yes,” answered Nowell with a twmge
of conscience, for he was not in the habit of
deviating in the least degree from the striet
spirit of truth. *TYes; I spoke on the im-
pulse of the moment, to exeiise myself from
dining with him. In fact, Ispoke sincerely ;
for, really, while I was taiking to bim, I
eould not believe him capable of guch infa-
mous treachery. I he is mot sn honest
man, he is the most accomplished dissimu-

lator that it hes ever been my chance to

stumble upon.”
“Well, ie may be honest. It would he
hard {0 condemn g man as a scoundrel be-

.cause his father was ome. But this very

fair-seeming which you deseribe looks mon-
strously suspicious to me; it is so much
#ike his father, Of all plansible rogunes that
I ever saw, Covington was the most plausi-
ble. - However, we'll give him the benefil
of & doubf, both ways. 'We won't condemn

him- without proof, and we'll take every

medns to obtain proof. And now, to return
to the point. If is very well you did tell
him you expected to leave, and you .must
keep your word—go off this évening, ~Stop
—hear me out, before you begin to protest!
You intended to apply to the police; well,
give me the statement you have made out,
and I will set them to work. Fortunately,
T'know the chief very well, and I'll get him
to detail me » man for this special service.
I know the very man that will do; an hon-
est, faithful fellow; and shrewd, ‘too, for
whom I once did & little kindness which he
has never forgotten. I will obtain leave of
absence for him, put hims in plein clothes,

snd sot him to watch Ainslie’s movements; .

and I myself can easily find out all abont
his charnoter and habits. You, meanwhile,
will take the Auvgusta train this evenmg,
but, instead of golng home, you will run
down to Savannah, and come over ih ihp
next boat. If Ainslie is in'fhis busiress,

either as principal or accomplice, he will of

courss be alarmed at seeing youhere. FTour
having mentioned the letter to him, and
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A ‘seemed unsnspicions, may throw him off his |

guard “but it will be safest to take every
praeantmn to do so. If you leave as you
«gaid, without having exhibited any signs of
suspicion, or made any inguiries, he will
naturally suppose that your business here
was profesmonal—nnd that you have re-
turned home in haste to investigate the
affair of the lefter,” He is sure to keep his
eye on you, and will ascertain whether you
leave or not; and it is. very likely that he

may be on the lookout for some days to ses

whether you retarn. Ifso, he will expect
you -by train. Coming by the boat, you
may escape observation. I will get all the
information I can by the time of your ar-
rival. et me seo; the next boat—"

- % Bat,” interposed Nowell, “you said
you were here for a day or two. I can-
not think’, my dear sir, of detaining
you—"

T came to stay a day or two, but that
makes no difference. I will write to my
wife not to expect me until she sees me,
-gnd I think that, with patience, we shall be

~ ableto discover whether this man has had

sny connection with the outrage.”

“But why should you take all this
‘trouble and incomvenience, my dear Mr
Lyndsay, when I can--"

. %Poch, pook! I would take five times
a¢ much, with plessure, for little Francis
himgelf,” said Mr. Lyndsay, laughing, * and
ten times as much for his father's son.
Come, we'll walk down to Staples's office,
and you can stay there a while, then return
to dinner, and be off on the Augusta train.
Where is the paper?”

Nowell drew it forth from where he had
placed it, saying, “I must moke a clean
copy.” .

“Yes," said Mr. Lyndsay, sn:nhng, as he
glanced at the illegible-looking page; “I
think you had better do so, T will go at
oncs and see the chief of police, and will

thien meet you at Staples’soffice. Youlknow |.

his law-office, I suppose?

% Oh, yos.”

# ¥t is mow just twelve o’clock ”--he
- looked 8t his watéh—* when yon havo fin-
ished ‘writing, come down, and, if I am not |
at the office, wait for me.”

CHAPTER XXV.
THE DQUBLE SEAL OF BLOQD.

Wrrs a sensation of ‘positive wonder af
the strangeness of the position in which he

 had been placed by the events of the day, -

Nowell found himself, late that aftemoon,
whirling away from Charleston as fust as
gteam could earry him, He had consented
somewhat reluctantly to Mr., Lyndsay’s.
scheme, and now he began to doubt whether
he had not committed a great blunder in
consenting at all, Young as he was, hé bad
been accustomed for yeara to judge . exclu-
sively for himself, and the habit had natu-
rally produced a certam degree of self~confi-
dence, a5 well ns self-reliance. He was now
acting under the direction of anothér—
rather In opposition to, than in accordance
with, his own judgment. That epirit of gelf-
acousation, which isalways sirongest in con-
scientious -natures, began to exhibit symop-
toms of becoming a very unplessant travel-
ling companion—suggesting various reasons
why he ought not to have yielded to per-
suasion instead of conviction, and mumber-
losg objections to the plan which he was

~pursuing, - But he was not a vain man; his

mind was open to reason. So he Bllenoed

-the reproaching volee by addressing himself:

to a thoroughly impartial examination of

_the question, and it resulted in hig entire

approval of Mr, Lyndsay's views in the mat-
ter, and perfect satisfaction with himself for
having acceded to those views, Norwas he
gheken in ithis opinion, -when accident
caused 2 considerable defention on his way
—the train on which he travelled:having
been brought to a stand-still shout Bty miles
from Bavannahk, until the débris of two
trains—a freight and a gravel-—which had
collided half an hour hefore, could be re~
moved from the road,

It was a work requiring severeLhonrs'
for its aceomplizhment; and the conssquente
was, that the train was that much belind "

time, and the boat:was ‘gond when thay'

finally reachied Savanish. -
It was an annoying chanee, md Noﬁe’ll
ohafed ndt. a little athis enforced inactivity;




186 o MABEL LEE,

but there was nothing for it but to wait for
the.next boat. And this he did with what
patience he could command,

Very glad he was when at lest he
stepped “on board ithe Medora, and still
more glad when he stepped upon the wharf.
ot Charleston. AImost g9 he did so, his
arm was touched by & servant, who said in-
terrogatively, “ Mr, Nowell{”

13 Yes n

4 Carrmga waiting for you, sir, to bring
you to Mr, Lyndsay's, Where shall I find
your luggage, sir{ ”

Nowell pointed to a valise which one of
the boat-hands was bringing after him,

Driving hastily through the eity to one
of the suburbs, the carriage stopped before
a stately old house in a fine shrubbery-
garden.. Nowell was met at the front door
by his host, with outstretched lmncl and
wo:ds of warmest Weleome.

-4 Aoy news for me?” eried the young
man-,' as they shook hands heartily,

“ Nothing: definite, but womething cu-
rious at least, in Ainslie’s habits, Are you

ready for breakfast, or will you go to your

room firsty ? -
. #Thanlk you, I breakfasted on the bosat.:
I hope you have not waited for me.”

“Yeg; but no matter. Come in snd
keep me. company in 8 cup of coffee, at
lenst, and I will tell you all that I have dis-
covered, It is not much—it may be noth-
ing—but I think it is something. The first
thing I did after parting from you,” eon-
tinwed Mr. Lyndsay, as they sat down to
the breakfast-table, “ was to find out what
I could -about Ainslie. My.inquiries, of
course, were conducted ‘cautiously, and all
that I learned of his character and habits
looked fair enough. He has been here but
a ghiort time, and does not mtend to remain
much; longer; is much engaged with his
" man of business, making arrangements for
a long sbeence in Eunrope and the East; is
oonvivial, bat not dissipated; very popnlm'
© pmong the men he associates with; of-geod
N sbandiﬁg at the olub; very liberal in opin-
; IBB, s the phrase goes; that is (as I have
" smca asoortained), openly, even ostenta-
" tiously, a materialist. On the whole, though

‘the last itent of information did not give me

much respect for his sense, there was noth-

ing that would warrant a suspicion.of his

honor as a man of the world. I was disap-
pointed, I confess, and came home feeling a
little crestfallen: rather inclined to the be-
Lief that I had sent you on a fool's errand,
and was engaged in the same myself. I
found my policemsn wailing for me, having
been detailed for special service by hig
chief, whe put him at my command,
“CWell, Mike,’ said I, * I've got a job of
work in your'line on hand; and I asked
your chiéf to let me have your services, be-
eonse I know you'll take trouble and do it
well for me.” *That I will, yer honor, de-
pind upon it,’ #aid he; and he listened very
attentively while I gave him an outline of
your story, and explained what it was that
I wanted him to-do. I thought it best to
make this eepess for two reasons: In the
first place, if & man is trustworthy, it is well
to let him see that you place confidence in
him—he will work with much more zeal
and good-will, and he can, of course, work
much more intelligently, if’ he knows what
he is about, than if led blindfold; ang,
secondly, a genfleman whe interests him-

‘self in another gentleman's private habits

eught to have & very good reason to allege
for that interest, Mike listened very atten-
tively and without comment, antil I men-
tioned Ainslie’s name. He locked surprised
at that. ‘What! do you know any thing
about him#¢* I inquired. *I see him going
to mass every mornin’, yer honor. Sure
and he’s not the blaggard yer honor suspicts
of -this villany 1° *You must be mistaken,
Mike,’ #2id I. ‘The man I'm talking of
don’t go to mass, 'm sure.” But, on ques-
tioning him, I found that he was right. It

seems that he is on his boeat, which ifcludes .
' part of Broad Stréet, in the neighborhood

of ‘the cathedral, at the hour of early mass
overy morning; snd he says that for the
last fortnight he has seen this man goé regu-
larly to mass when the weather was good.
Ho noticed him fifst as s stranger who had
the purtiest big brown eyes he ever saw®"
~Nowell’s glance lightened suddenly hero

—*and 6 much was the honest follow
strack ‘with those eyes, and the sppedrent
devotion of their' owner, that he'took the

" was informed,

i
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tioible to inguire one day of an scquaint-
ance, when Ainslie was passing him on the
street, ‘ who that gentleman was.’ ‘A Mr.
Ainslie who lives in Rautledge Street,’ he
- Mike was evidently as-
tonished when Itold hime to attend mass

. himself the next morning, watch Ainslie

carefully, and discover what he was there
for. *Why, av coorse, yer honor, he’s there
for what everybody else goes for, to say his
prayers! ‘No, he’s one of the gentry that
don't believe in saying prayers, Mike. You
walch him well to-morrow morning, and
you'll find he don't go there to say his pray-
erg, and, as soon as he leaves the cathedral,
come snd report to me.’

“1 waited, a8 you may suppose, very im-
patienily for his appearance the next morn-
ing, ‘Yer honor's right,) were his first
words; ‘he don't go to mass to say his
prayers’ AsIhad suspected, there was a
lady in the case, bui—don’t fly off with the
idea that this lady is your cousin, Franeis!”

" e exclaimed, as Nowell started convulsive-

1y, and chonged color. “It may be——1 hope
it is Miss Lee—but there is no positive
ground for the belief in the information ac-
quired so far, Letme go on with my story,
and keep quiet until you hear me out.
Well, Mike went to mass the next morning
—it was the day after you left, Saturday—
and Ainslie duly made his appearance just
before the second mass commenced. He
placed himself in an obscure position that
commanded a view of the door, and, a min-
ute afterward, two ladies entered. Ainslie
watehed them as clogely a8 Mike watched
him, but did not approach them. When
they left the cathedral, he did not follow
them, but went at once to the Uharleston
Hotel, where he usually breakfasts and reads
the papers, it appears—and Mike came to
me, . I agked if he had noticed the ladies,
Of course he hed. Hoe had seen all that was
to be seen about them, which wae not much,
28 both wore thick veils, But he was pret-

* ty sure that one was middle-aged, and the

other young, I directed him to follow them
the hext-morning end find out where they

~ lived; and then ‘dismissed him in haste, so:
that'he should not relax in his espionage
- upon Ainslie. He csmght that personage

with his eye, as he issued from the hotel,
after breakfast, and dogged him successfally
all day; saw him loungjng in Russell’s for
some time; then he spent an hour or twa
in an artist’s studio; affer which he took
luncheon at an eat‘.mg-house, and went from
there to the office of his man of business,
where he stayed until he went to his olub to
dinner. After dinner he went to his QWn
house, to dress for the evening, probably ;
and an hour or two before sunget he came
out, and walked to 4 house in Legars Street.
He remained there only about half an hour,
returning to Rutledge Street, where a horse
was waiting for him. Ie mounted, and
rode off for a canter, apparvently. Mike lost
sight of him, of @ourse; but learned that he
rides every afterncon. He returned at
dusk, and entertained a party of gentlemen
that evening. The next morning the weath-
er was bad. There had been a rain during
the night, and it was still cloudy and threat-
ening. Neither Ainslie nor the ladies ap-
peared ab early mass, but, asthe day became
clear immediately after breakfast, Mike
hoped that they might attend high mass,
He was disappointed in his expectation,
however. Either they were not thers, or
ke conld not distingunish them in the crowd;

-ond he failed to cateh a glimpse of Ainslie

during the whole of that day, though he pa-
trolled Rutledge, Legars, King, -and Meet-
ing Streets diligently, On Monday morn-
ing he camo to me jubilant, his game in
view again—all three at the cathedral—he,
had seen the younger lady’s face as she
crossed herself, and he had traced them out
to the house in Legart Street. He described
the lady’s face as beautiful--"

“Did he mention the color of her eyes
and hatr 2" demanded Nowell, eagerly.

“She hes Dblue eyes, he says, He did
not notice the color of her hair. Imade
him precede me to the street, and point out
the house, which I know very well, as hav-
ing heen on lease for a good many years
past, It belongs to a minor. -1 easily dis-
covered thename of the agent who has it in -
charge, and from him I learned that his ten-.
ant is, or calls himgelf, a Mr. Garland, who
applied to him some time about.the first of
the month of June, to rent this house, say-




138 - ' MADEL LEE

" ing that.-he was in very ill-health-—he’s a
sickly-looking man, the agent says—ond had
been recimmended by his physicians to try
sea<ajr, He came to Charleston because he
would have the benefit of & mild climate

and good medical attendance, as well as soa-

air; expected to spénd the full and winter
here, if the climate agreed with him; but,
as ho was not sure that it would, he pre-
ferred to take the house by the quarter—of-
fered to pay the rent in advance, and did
notstickle at the price. It was a straight-
enough story, and, as the house had been
unoceupied for some time, the agent caught
at the idea of what promised him a good
tenant. Asamatter of form, he inquired if
Mr. Garland would give him a city refer-
énce, ete., and Mr. Garland immediately re-
forred him to Ainslie’s man of business,
" who, in reply to the agent’s inquiries, stated
that he had been instructed by Mr. Ainslie
to rénder any attention and service in his
power to Mr, Garland, a particular friend
of ‘his (Ainslie's), and that, if the agent de-
gired it; he would stand Mr, Garland’s se-
_curity for the payment of the rent. The
agent was satisfied, the bargein struck, and
upholsterers were set to work at once fo
furnish & few rooms, Mr. Garland explaining
that his family was small, consisting of him-
self, his wifo, and an orphan niece. A
c‘ouple of Trish servants were engaged—
cook and housemaid-—and put in charge of
the establishment; and Mr, Garland, who
remgired in town for several days to su-
perintend these arrangewments, then left to
bring down his wife and niece, he said.
The servants were to have every thing in
readiness for their arrival about the middle
of June, and at the time appointed, some-
where about the middle of June, the sgent
did not remember the precise date, the fam-
tly made their appesrance, and had proved
to be very quietf, respeetable people. That
was' all- the information which he could af-
ford me. Iaeked him if the man was a gen-
tleman. Hehemmed g little over the ques-
.. tion, and replied that really he conldn’t say
a8 to that: he snpposed Mr, Garland might
be considered a gentleman; he was, at all

events, a very gentlemanly man,
G My eurloqzty about his tonant evident-

Iy excited unesasiness in the agent’s mmrl
which I dissipated by some excuse notworth
repeating, . obtaining from him a promise
that he would not mention my having spok-
en to him on the subject; and I think he
will keap his promise. Mike has managed

to gether ap, from varions sources, a foew .

additional items of information ss to the

“habits of the family, which are singular, un- -
'questionably. My, Garland himeelf is a pro-

fessed invalid, who never leaves the house,
et he has not called in medieal attendance;

‘the two ladies go out to church only, and

generally to take a drive late in the after-
noon; and do not see Ainslie when he calls
at the house, he being the only visitor who

does call, one of the servants told Mike, yet.

he haunts their movements at a distance,
Decidedly suspicious all this looks, it beems
to me. What do you think?” - .
“ That it looks sufficiently suspicions to
justify me in taking out a search-warrant,
and ascertaining by sight whether the young
lady iz not my cousin,” He started up, as
he spoke, : oL
*Btop, stop!” crled Mr. Lyndsay. “Sit

down again, Francis, and listen to me. You

must not be so precipitate, DBefore taking
the extreme measure of bringing in the law,
we must stand upon surer ground than we
do at present. 'We mush ascertain to & cer-
tainty that it 4s your cousinj and then we
can proceed with the search-warrant.”.

“But, meanwhile, Ainglie may take the
alarm, and spirit her away a second
time.”

“No danger of that. I have Iaid all the
cirouwmstanees of the case before the chief of
police, and he has taken measures to pre-
clude the possibility of any further difficulty.
For two days past wo have waited anly for
your arrival, in order that you may identify
the lady, If your cousin. In your name, I

‘have obtained the issue of warrants—one

for sesrohing -the house, if necessary, the

‘othera for the arrest of Ainslie and his ac-

compliees, The house is watched day and
night by a police force competent for any

emergendy, and, at the first sign of flight,-

the warrants will be served and all the pas-
tieg datained.”
Nowell leaned across the table, smd tok-

3
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ing Mr. Lyndsay's band, wrung it hard.
¢ How can I thank you?”?

" #That ceremony is not needed betwesn
friends;” interrupted Mr. Lyndsay, smil-
ing; ““so we won'f waste time at it, There
iz one other circumstance which I have not
menticned. On Tuesday morning I went
myself to the cathedral, and saw the young
lady yond either imagination is deluding me,
or she bears a striking resemblance to your
mncle Tee. I knew him very well; and,
though it is now sbout fwenty years since
he died, the one glimpse which I obtained of
that young lady’s countenance has recalled
his face to me as vividly asif I had seen

_ it only yesterday. Nor is it the face alone;

there is something in the general appearance
which looks to me unmistakeble—a family
resémblance, in figure, air, and movement.
5till,” he said, quickly, as he saw the eager-
ness of Nowell, “ I may be mistaken. The
ltkeness may be merely imaginary, or it
may be accidental. Such strange ecolnei-
dences frequently oceur, that I am afraid to
indulge the hope that this terrible mystery
is about to-be solved. The whole tissue of
eircumstances looks to me, I must say,
extremely suspicious, Yet it is possible, it
is even probable, that they can be account-
ed for simply and reasonably. The mean
(Garland may really be what he represents
himself, and there may be some love-affair
betwesn Ainslie and the young lady, which
equges this apparent mystery,”

“But how do you.account for the en-
velope § * said Nowell,

Mr. Lyndsay shook his head. * That is
the strongest point against' Ainslie ; the only
one which, to all appearance, might not be
explained away. And we cannot fell, even

. that-t

“Nol ¥ exclaimed Nowell, “that cannot
be explained away. The other cirenm-
stances, taken alone, would scarcely be

" worth a moment's consideration; but, re-

garded in connection with. this, they wake a
eage which I should not be afraid to take

~ before any court that over sat,”

“Well,” -said Mr. Lyndsay, * eontain
your impstienee for tem, or at-most twen-
ty-four hours longer, and the mystery is
solved.” And he went on to explain the

plan which hed been decided upon by him-
salf and the police; for effecting this object.
Nowell suggested a few alterations in the
programme of proceedings, which were
adopted, and then he was obliged to-contain
hig impatience, as Mr, Lyndsay had sdvised,
through hours that seemed to kim Iintermi-
nable—the long, long hours of that long,
long August day.

The sun had set, and the short swmmer
twilight was deepening over the earth, when
a carringe stopped before a house in Legaré
Btreef, almost in front of which two gentle-
men had met, seemingly by accident, a fow
minutes before, and now stood talking to-
gether in a low tone. They moved & little °
aside, without suspending their conversation,
and, ag it chaneed, placed themselves very
near the curb-stone. The driver having de-
scended and opened the carrisge-door, ex-

fended his arm for the cecupants to alight,

and then one of the gentlemen, whose face
was tarned that way, for the first time
glanced up. He saw a lady of middle-nge
descend, and, standing upon the curb-stone,
turn snxiously and offer her hand to an-
other lady who was following her,

“Thank you, but I can do very well
with John's arm,’ said & sweet, clear volce,
the first tone of which made Newell’s heart
give a bound that almost suffocated him.
Before she spoke, before she had half
emerged from the carriage-door, he recog-
nized her! And if & shadow of doubt had
still existed in his mind es to her iden-

" tity, it would have vanighed when, on reach-

ing the pavement, she threw back her veil,
and, the door of the house having been
opened that moment by a servent from
within, a broad glare of light fell full upon
the face of Mabel Lee!
- Nowell’s arm was held in a vioe-lika
gragp by his companion, and.he was walk-
ing rapidly down the street, when the mo- -
mentary rush of almost overpowering emo-
tion ebbed snfficiently for him to be censcious
of what-he- was doing, They were near the
corner of @ atreet, and afthe cormer a man
in plain-olothes stood, who; slightly touchmg
hia hat, said, in a gniet tone:

“Ready, yer honor? ™. :

i Ready,” responded Mr. Lyndsay. He
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turned himself and Nowe]l and they retraced
at mors leisurely pace the two squares which
they had just traversed so quickly. . .

“You are confident of her ridentity #”
said Mr. Lyndsay, as they approached the
honse once more, speaking for the first time
sinoe theoy had seen Mabel's face. * It would
not do to wake a mistake, you know.”

“There can be no misteke,” snswered
Nowell, with & composura which reassured
Mr. Lyndsay as to his eapacity of self-control
in the coming interview. “Ifis my cousin,
Mabet Lee.”

“Here wo are. For God's anke, keep
cool now, Franois, whatever occurs!?

¢ Truat me, I will,”

They mounted the steps, and Nowell
rang the bell,

Some little time elapsed, and the sum-
mons remained unheeded. Nowell rang
. again, this time with more energy than be-
fore. . Still thers was no indication of life
within the house—no sign that any atten-
tion would be accorded to their request for
. admittance. They heard the far-off tinkle

of the bell, and knew that it must have been
- audible from ccllar to attic of the . house;
but no other sourd broke the stillness, Now-
ell hed extended his hand to ring for the

third time, when the echo of rapid footsteps ‘

was heard descending the stairs, snd coming
toward the door, A, bar was removed, and
the door ocautiously opened, rehdering ap-

- parent the fact that there was no light in the
hall; and a servant-girl demanded, in rath-
er & seared tone of voice, what they want-
ed, On hearing that they wished to see
“her master, cho gaid he was sick—not well
enough to receive any one; she knew he
could not see them.

¥ Tell him, my good girl, that two gen-
tlemen wish to see him on very important
business—bisiness which oannot be put

off," said Mr. Lyndsay.

- Tha girl hesitated, and wanted to argne
the point; but Mr. Lyndsuy 8 We must sée
him," finally silenced her. She shut and

. locked the door, and they hesrd her run
stumblingly. up-stairs. Bhe soon veturned
with the message that her master was par-
ticularly unwell that evening, and could not
poesibly be disturbed. She was about to

shut the door after saying this; but a strong
shoulder forced it wide open, and a strong
hand caught her arm, detaining her from the
precipitate flight which she would have made.
“ Hist ! not a word, Mary,” whispered a
voico which seemed not strange to her,
“We don't mane to hurt you, my girl ; but
nonoise, if youn plase, or I shall have toput
me hand over yer mouth.” The speaker
suited the action fo the word. ,
The gir] straggled violently, but ineffect-
ually, and, while she struggled, the door was
shut guietly, and the next moment a stream
of light was thrown along the hall and stair-
case from a bull’s-eye Jantern, and she saw &
group of men, the number of whom her ter-
rified vision magnified indefinitely, mount-
ing the steps, some in plain clothes, but most
of them wearing the police badge. They
moved noiselessly up the stairs, guided by
the narrow path of light which their leader
flashed ahead of him, until they reached
the floor to which they were ascending.
There theman who went in front pansed for
an instant and shut his lantern, ere he had
advanced to a line of light that gleamed just
before them, under & closed door. Opening

‘this door, he entered, followed by Mr. Lynd-

say, Nowell, and several policemen. .
The spartment, thus unceremoniously in-

vaded, contained but two oecupants—a ca- -

daverous-ooking man in dressing-gown and
glippers, and the elder of the two ladies
who had returned from driving a few min-
utes bofore. She was engaged in pouring
out tea at a small tabla near which the man
was sitting, or rather reclining, in an arm-
chair. Both man and woman seemed star-
tled, even terrified, at sight of the party be-
fore them, The sallow face of the former
became slmost white, and his eyes had o

| glistening, staring look, very unpleasant to

behold ; while the Jatter dropped her hands
to her lap, and sat, pale, trembling, and si-
Ient, with an expression of hopeless oigery
in her face.

“Mr, Garland, I believe,” said the officer
of the party, advaneing to the side of the
man, who, ab the sound of his name, made
not altogethor unsuccessful effort to recover

himself, and replied, w1th an assumption of

dignity:
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# That is my name, What is the mean- |

ing of this intrusion, may I ask -

“] have a search-warrant,” answeéred
the officer; ““also a warrant for your arrest
g9 an accomplice in the crime of abduction,
This gentleman —he pointed to Nowell—
“has testified to his bellef that the young
lady who resides in this house, in character
of your niece, is hig cousin, Mabel Lee by

-pame, who was foreibly abducted from her

home on the afterncon of the 22d day of
Junelast. You will produce the young lady
gt once, that his aceusatmn may be either

substantiated or dismissed.”

The man's face twitched and worked
convulsively, as he ligtened to this spesch;
and he seemed absolutely incapable of reply.
He opened 2nd shut his mouth once or twiee
in the effort to articulate, but no sound is-
sued from the quivering lips. The officer
waited patiently until hie saw that there was
no probability of obtalning an answer from
him; and then, turning to the woman, was
about to address her, when his sattention,

- and that of all present, was attracted to the

door, - which had been shut after the entrance
of the party, but which was now opened by
the young lady, the object of their search.
As if responding to the demand made a mo-

ment before for her appearance, she advanced’

inte the room, apparently without at first
perceiving the goodly company gathered
there, for, when she had proceeded but a few
steps within the threshold, she stopped sud-
denly, and regarded the group of men with

"an astonished and frightened look. ~ As she

paused Mrs. Garland started up, and, hur-
rying to her, said, id 'a soothing tone:

“Don't be slarmed, my dear. These
geitlemen will not hurt you, Come with
me and sit down.”

- The girl caught the hand held out fo
her, and the two rers’ mcvmg toward a
sofa that stood in a recess behind the tea-
table, when Nowell, who had been gazing
staadily at her whom he believed to be his

cousin, waiting for the moment when she
would see and recognize him, planted him-
gelf befors them, bs,rhﬁg their way.

S+ Mabel,” he said, “Mabel Lee!” and he
put his hand on her shoulder, looking in-
tently, almost sternly, in her face.

With & slight ory of surprise and alarm,
ghe shrunk from his touch, as from that of a
stranger, lifted her eyes to his for an in-
stant without a sign of recognition, and
*then drew closer fo her companion, on 'whom
she turned a pitisbly imploring glance, which
seemed to ask what the meaning of all this
was.

Nowell stood confounded. Mr. Lynd:
say thought, *Humph! he has been mis-
taken as to her identity. A fine business
we've made of it!"~-and the policemen .-
were of the same opinion. The silence was
broken by a sound something between a
chuekle and o cough from the sick men who
sat by the table,

“I hope the gentlemsan ig satisfied ! he
cried, in a tone of undisguised - triumph.
“I hope he is satisfied! His cousin seems
very glad to see him] -

 “Rilencel” exelaimed Nowell, turmng
with a Iook under whick the man literally

cowered. " Sir,” le continued, addressing
the officer, *there ig some trickery here.
This lady is my cousin, Mabel Lee—

He stopped shori—a quick shiver ran
over his form—bhis face became perfectly
colorless, and an expression of herror set-
tled upon it. Sudden as a flash, while he
wag speaking, and gazing at the averted face
before him, the fearful truth burst on 'his
apprehension. ' It-was the face, the form,
the personality of Mabel Lee which he
looked upon; but the mmd—it ‘was mot
there! .

Nowell had entered this house prepared
for any revelation which might awasit him ;
and, though he stagsered for & moment un-
der a blow so unexpected and so awful as
the disedvery of his ‘consin's condition was
to him, be rallied almost instantly., The
"very intensity of the shoek dulled semsibil-
ily for the time. He moved & little, so as
to stend full before the womsn to whom
Mabel was olinging,

“How logg hae she been msane?” he
asked, in the tone of an ordinary question.

“From the very.first,” she answered,
without any ‘atterapt’to maintain a farther
dissimulation.

. *You mean from the day of her ab-

duction ™
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(31 Yes.‘”

“Let her sit down.”

The woman led Mabel to the sofs, and
Nowell, following, stood before her, and
" again tried to make her recognize hinn

“ Mabel,” he said, very gently, do you
not know me f--me, your cousin Francis??

Bhe looked up at him with a painful
expression of bowilderment,

“Will you not, come with me to Con-
stance § "

_ Somothing like & troubled ray of rec-
ollection ghone in her eye for an instant,

but faded then, . 8he looked with the sgme {-

imploring glance as before to Mrs. Garland,
who had sat down on the sofa beside her,
Nowell drew & deop breath that sounded
almost like a hiss. * Mabel,” he said, with
an heroie effort of self-uompulsmn—“Mabel,
have you forgotten Philip Conway?” -
At .that name, sudden life and light
flaghed into the hankly-bewildered face.
#Philip! ” she cried, springing to her
feot, and extending both hands toward
Nowell—** my Philip! » and ehe flung her-
self into his arms with sobs of joy. “O Phil-
ip, have you come at last? O Philip, I
.never méant to Jeave you—did you think I
- meant to leave youl—are you angry with
me for going? - I could not help it, Philip,”
Still clinging to his bosom, she lifted
her- face, all smiles and teers, to his; but,
when she eaw the coshienance bending
over her, she shricked, tore herself from
his- encircling arms, and, hastily placing
herpelf on the other side of Mre, Garland,
cronched against her, as if for protection.
It isnot Philip,” she whispered, in
an accent of heert-breaking disappointment.
“Philip] Philip! ‘Oh, will heneser come? ™
- .As. that ery of anguish pierced his ear,
Nowell forgot his own anguish, and the
bitter jealousy that was gnawing at his
heart;. he; cold man, vgually so reticent of
the least expression of commonest emotion,
forgot the many and strangajgyes thet were
regarding the scene with. pifying interest;
. and, kneeling before tho shrinking form of
the sobbing girl; he gently laid his hands on
one of the arms which cIasped those of Mrs.
Garlend.
# Mabel,” he said, in & tone sorrowful

83 her own had been, “Mabel, if you will
come with me, I will take you to Philip
Conway.”

The face which was pressed behind the
shoulder of her protectress lifted itself
eagerly, snd she looked at him for a mo-
ment.

% Come with me, and I will take you to
Philip Conway,” he repeated.

She shook her head. * He promised to

take me o Philip,” she said, with a shiver,
“and he brought me here where Philip
never comes.”
Nowell's quick eye caught stght of & lit-
tle rosary and erucifix that hung from her
girdle, e lifted it in his hand, and held
it up to view, as he asked:

“He did not, promise on this, did he¢*®

¢ No,” she said. '

“Bee, then—" he lifted the beads, and,
bending his head, touched his Hps to the
silver erucifix—*see! Ipromise you on this,
that I will take you to Philip Conway.”

Her face grow radiant. “I will go-with
you!” she cried, joyfully; and, as Nowell

rose to his foet, she, too, started up eagerly,

and then suddenly turned to Mrs. Garland,
who remained seated, saying, *You must
come too "—repeating, a3 she looked again

to Nowell, “she must como too. She ia -

very kind to me,” she added, with touchlng
gimplieity,

Mzrs. Garland burst into passtonate weep-
ing.

leoking up at Rowell, with streaming eyes,

“it was sorely against.my will that T have

had any thing to do with this wickedness,
It was not my fanlt—and it was not so much
my husband’s as—"

“Hugh!" screamed her husband ina
tone of shrill rage and alarm.  * Hush, you
miserable fool! You have betrayed your-
self and me-~take care that you don’t go
any farther. Don’t answer a word—what-
ever they ask you.”

“If it is Mr. Ainslie’s safety you are
thinking about,” said the officer, with a sig-

-nificant smile, # your concern is unnecesssry.
We are perfectly aware that he was the -

principal in the business; it was by watch-

“T have tried to be kind to her, God . ‘
knows,” she sobbed. Oh, szr,” she went on,

' THE DOUBLE SEAL OF BLOOD,

ing his movements that the whereabouts of
the young lady was discovered, He is in
eustody by this time, and I will trouble you
to come with us now, Here is the warrant
for your arrest.” e unfolded a paper, in
a business-like manner, and laid it on the
table bestde Mr. Garland, who, at the words

¢ Tae is in custody by this time,” had thrown

himself azainst the back of his chair with a
gesture of despair, and shut his eyes; not
noticing the remainder of the sentence. The
officer, after walting a moment, touched his
shoulder, and said again, “*I must trouble
you to come with me, sir,”

The miserable man opened his eyes, and
rose from his seat without o word, sullen
and defiant in manner, though he trembled
from head to foot. His wife, who, at Now-
ell’s request, was just leading Mabel from
a scene which seemed to trouble and be-
wilder her, left her charge and started for-
ward, as sho heard the last words, and saw
her hushand stand up.

“For the love of mercy—for the love of
God, spare him, sir,” she cried, seizing the
officer’s arm with both her hands, “He is
very ilt—mot able to go out. Leave 2 po-
liceman here to guard him, and let him
stay.”

“I am sorry for your sake, madam, that
I cannot comply with your request,” he an-
swered oivilly; “but my daty is plain—"

- %But he is very ill—indeed, indeod, he

-is very ill!” pleaded she, in an agony of

entreaty, “He will make no attempt to
oscape. Leave him here at least till to-
morrow.”

“Hush! " said her husband, harshly.—
“1 suppose you do not object to my putting
on my coat and boots # ™ ho said, looking at
the officer with a sneer on his lip. |

“No; pub them on,” was the reply.

“Will you come up-stairs?” said Mrs,
Garland, in 2 tearful voice, going to hisside,
and -trying. gently to make him sit down
again, “or ghall I bring them to you here? .

“Bring them here.” _

- As she was leaving the room to do his
bidding, she encountered@ Nowell in the
Ppassage just outside the door; and, suddenly
remeinbering Mabel, looked. mqumngly tow~
ard him.

“The servant has taken her to her
chamber,” he said in reply to her look.-

“Oh, sir, speek for- my hushand| ™ ghe
exclaimed, in broken accents. “If he is
taken out and has to go through all this
excitement, it will kill him. The doctors
have always told him to avoid excitement—
he is subject to hemorrhages—and—"

Her voice was choked in sobs. Nowell
remembered Mabel's artless testimony to
this woman's kindness; he thought that
every thing nbout her betokened singerity,
and he helieved that she had spoken the
truth when she affifmed that she hed mot
willingly been. concerned in the sbdnetion.

So he answered that he would try and
induce the officer to allow her husband to
remain in his own house, under guard, for
this night ; and, while she went on np-stairs,
he joined Mr. Lyndssy and the officer, who
were talking together, and preferred his re-
quest—explaining his reasons for making it.

The policemsn was not very easily af-
fected by the woes of criminals’ wives. He
was accustomed to tears and protostations
of ‘innocence from such “parties,” as he
called them; he rather wondersd at Now-
ell’s creduhty about the woman; and. as
to the man’s ghastly Jooks, and reputed

- heemorrhages, he mentally pronounced that -

“all gammon.” But, as Mr, Lyndsay sec-
onded Nowell's wishes, he condessended to
concede the point that the man should not
be removed that night,

“PI just wait till Gorman comes, and
leave him in charge,” he sgid. *He ought
fo have been here before this. I told him
to come and let me know, ad soon as our
other bird was caged. Ah] thers he is
now—"" he looked toward the open door at
which a policéman appeared, and beckoned
with his hand. *Why, where’s Gormant "
he asked, ns the men approached snd sa-
luted. “I told him to come himself, You've
secured the prisoner, ¥ hope? (

“Ha's safe%answered the new-comer,
grimly, *#buat not just in the way we ex-
pected. He resisted his arrest, drawed &
pistol. on Gorman, and it went off in the
senfile, and lodged 8 ball in his own Iunga
for his pains.” -

“Killed him §"




- “No, he's a.hve-—but——

“WWhat is that you say?” demanded a
voice 50 close at the man’s elbow that the
Iatter gave s violent start, as he tarned to
the spesker, who had approached unob-
served by any of the group. ** What is that
you say?? repested Mr. Garland—for it
_ was he—* who are you talking about?”

-“ Abont your friend Mr. Ainslie,”” re-
plied the officer. , “He was flouriching a
pistol at my men who were sent to arrest
him, and by its accidental discharge—you
BaY, Daws——got ghot himself?

“Yeq, sir, that was the way of it. We

" found him ‘at his own house, at dinner with
9 party of gentlemen; and he came out to
ug, and, when Gormsan showed him the war-
rant, he turned a little white, but took it
cool, and asked all about it, and said with a
gort of a laugh that he supposed he couldn’t
refuse sich a pressin’ invitation, but he must
go up-stairs and change his dress, and that

- when he came down he would pologize to
his friends for leavin’ ’em to finish dinner
Wlthout him. Gorman went up-stairs with
hlm, and stood at the door while he pre-
tended to be dressin’; but instead of that he
wag loadin’ a pistol and preparin’ to jump
out of the winder and cut for it. Gorman
thought his motions was a little sespicious,

_ and, 'when he seed him put out the light that

was in the room, Gorman he run in and
grabbed the - bird, jest as he was about fo
let himself down from the winder. He had

u sheet tied to the iron hinge of the shotter,

and there's no doubt he mout have got away,
if Gorman hadn’t & bin too quick for him.
He fout ‘@esperately and gev Gorman sich 2

_squeeze of the windpipe as a’most knocked
Kim up. But the pistol it went off in the
tussle, and me, heerin’ the repert, run up
and found him layin’ in s heap, bleedin’ like
a beef, and quite onsensible; and Gorman
‘a'most a8 bad off as he was, and not able to
speak a word by reason ef havin' bin
choked half to death. e wkas a gamecock,
he was, that Mr. Ainslie, and no mistake.”
~ “@orman isnot eotually disabled, ishe?”

“Well no, gir. - He sent me on to say
he'd be here, shortly, Here he is now,Iex-

halted at-the door; and then, at a signal
from hig superior, advanced.

“Well, Gorman. You are not hurf, I
hope t” :

“ Not much, sir, But the job turned
out different from what I could have wished,
gir, and I did my duty faithfully; but Mr.
Ainslie chose to make a fool of himself by
resisting. He fomght like a'devil; and the
end of it was that he’s done for himself, as
1 suppose Davis told you.”

41s he dead?”

“ Not yet. At least he was alive when
I loft; but .the doctors think he won't live
§ill morning,”.

Mr. Garland who had stood with parted
lips, and eyes distended by horror, turned
88 he heard the last words, as if with the
intention of going back to his seat; but,
before he had proceeded three.steps, he
stopped, reeled, and fell heavily to the floor.

They raised him quickly, and, perceiving

that blood was gushing {rom his mouth, laid
him down on his back upon the ecarpet,

stop the hemerrhage, and gnother for a phy-
sician—those who remained busying them-
selves opening his clothes, and rendering all
the assistance they could, But the friendly
aid, medical ekill, the frantie grief of the
poor wife, who came shrieking, and threw
herself on the floor beside the siill form—all
availed naught, The man was dead.

R

CHAPTER XXVI.
THEE WAGES OF GIN.

BmEr time had elapsed between the mo-
ment when Nowell and Mr. Lyndsay, ac-
companied by the -police, had presented
themselves so unexpectedly in the drawing-
room of Mr. and Mrs. Garland, and that in
which “they had recrossed the thireshold,
leaving for the moment, as again its only oc-
oupants, the man and his wife~the dead
man and.his wildly-sorrowing wife. The
presence - of death claims, from all but the
thoroughly imbruted nature, 2 certa.m trib-
ute ‘of respect; and. the party descended

pect. I hear somebody comin' up-stairs,”

The next moment another policeman

the broad staircase to the now well-lighted

while one of the policemen ran for salt to-
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kall, with steps as noiseless, if not as
stealthy, as those with which they had
passed, not more than half an hour before,
to the interview that terminated so tragi-
cally.

The work of the police was over. The
facts of Mabel’s presence and identity hed
been established, and there was no danger

" of farther conspiracy against her safety, the

wretched accomplice of Ainslie being dend,
and Ainslio himself reported dying. The
functionaries of the lpw left the house,
therefore, encountering at the door the per-
sons who had been sent by the physician
to render the necessary services to the dead,
while Mr. Lyndsay and Nowell paused
under the hall eh&ndefier, to hold 2 consul-
tation as to the best mesns of proceeding
row, with rogard to Mabel. So impatient
was Nowell to remove her at onece from

. this house, that the united influence of Mr.

Lyndsay’s arguments, and the assurances of
the maid (who had heen summoned to as-
sist at the diseussion), that he might “ fright-
en the young lady into spasms if he showed
himself to her again that night, much loss
asked ber to go away with him,” searcely
aveiled to prevent his making the attempt to
persuade her to accompany him thenee, In

addition fo the repugnance which he natu- [~ -
rally felt to Lier remaining a moment longer”

under that roof, he feared what the effect
upon her would be, if she became aware of
the death of her psendo-unele; and he was
apprehensive that it might not be possible
to conceal the faet from her. The maid,
who seemed to be an honest and intelligent
girl, thought it would not be difficult to
do s6. Thé young lady was not in the
habit of seeing Mr, Garland often, she said :
sometimes he did not leave his chamber for
days gb o time; there was no danger of her
finding it out herself, and, of course, nobody
would teil her; no—she was not likely to
be disturbed by the moving about which
was then going on up-stairs; she glept a
good deal, and very soandly, and had re-

 tired to bed at her maid’s recommendation,

immediately on returning to her chamber

‘when she left the drawing-room.

“1" gee nothing for it but to let her
remain here to-night,” said Mr. Lyndsay.
10

“ A3 she has gone to bed, rousing her again
is not: to be thought of. We will stay our-
solves, Francis.—I dare say, my gir], you
can show us a room on this floor, whers we .
can remain without disturbing the house-
hold in any way?”

The maid couriesied, and opened the
door near by. “Here is the dining-room,
pir. I'm sure Mrs. Garland, poor lady,
would make you welcome to stay.”

8he took a box of matches from her
pocket, went in, lighted the chandelier, and,
pointing out two sofas to the gentlemen,
who had followed her, offered to bring
pillows and coverings if they would ploase
to slecp there. . But Nowell would 1ot
listen to Mr. Lyndsay’s proposal of remain-
ing. He would stay himself, he sgid—he
had several letters to write, and ke could
oocupy himself with them, snd get them
off his hands that night. Mr. Lyndsay, he
insisted, must go home.

“If you have letters to write, it may be
as well for me to leave you,” said that
gentleman. “I will refurn early ini the
morning, and we can bregkfast together.—
By-the-way, Mike is here yet, is he not?™
bo asked of the maid, who still waited.

i Yes, sir.”
“He had better stay, so that if you want
any thing, Francis, he will be at hand.”

“I want something this moment,” re-.
plied Nowell, “some writing-materials.. It
is & lucky chance that he happens to be
here—I can send him out for them.—Tell
him to come to me, will you, my good
girl1™

The maid disappeared, and Mr, Lyndsay,
again promising to Tetwrn early the next
day, shook hands and departed,

The night was not very far advanced
when Nowell sat down to write. - His first
lotter was to Oonstance, and it was brief;
giving her no definite mformahon—-scarcely
a definite hope of the success of his search.
He wished to prepare her somewhat for'hear-
ing of that which ke knew she, like himaelf, -
would regard ss a worse calamity than’
death itself—Mabel's insanity, “Do not,”
ke wrote, “be too sanguine of & happy re-

‘sult to my search when I tell you that-I-

have undoubtedly traced Mabel to- this
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place; and do not be disappointed becanse
I cannot now enter into parficulars. Be
satisfied for the present with knowing that
I have made three certain discoveries: First,
that Mabel is hete in Charleston ; secondly,
that she was foreibly abduected; thirdly,
that I was mistaken in having suspected
Philip Conway of being concerned, either
directly or indireetly, in the nefarious busi-
ness,

LEE.

table at which he had heen writing, and sat
down himself opposite.
when he looked at her face, now that the
brilliant light of the chandelier shone full
upon if, 8o worn and so ghastly did it ap-
pear. But she seemed perfectly composed
in mapner, and her eyes, though sunken

He almost started

and feverish-looking, were fearless.
“You are surprised td see mo, sir,” she

Tell him this—and say that I am |said, as soon as she had sunk wearily into

heartily sorry for having judged him so un- | the large chair that almost engulfed her thin

justly; and that I make the enly reparation
~in my power, by asking him fo join me here
immediately. = Iis presence will be of mate-
_rial assistance in the farther prosecution of
this affair ; for I will not comoceal from you,
Constance, that there are still serions diffi-
culties to be overcome. Aceompany him
* yourself; but do not permif either my aunt
or Mr. Beyton to come. Make what expla-
nation and excuses you think best; but re-
member, they mmst nof come. AndIen-
treat that Mr. Conway and yourself will not
he a momept in setting out. I will write
by the next mail to Father Lawrence.
“Your cousin, :
“Fpanors Nowein.”

He did not wait until the next mail, but
wrote at once to the priest, detailing at
length what had ocourred, as cautionsly as

_ possible, the deplorable fruth, and above
all, to expedite the departure for Charles-
ton of his cousin end Conway.

. After sealing and addressing the letters,
he went noiselessly to the head of the staix-
case, o8 he had done many times before,
sinoe his watch commenced, to hear if il
wag quiet on the floor upon which Mabel's
chamber wes situated. As he paused, Hs-
tening, the drawing-room door opened, and
Mrs, Garland stood before him, and spoke
in, 4 subdued but calm voiee. .

“1 was in her chamber a few minntes
" ago, and she is sleeping a8 quietly as an in-
funt. Will you come in here, sir? I wish
to speak to you., Or, no—I will go down

_ to the dining-room, if you don't object,”
# Cortainly . not, . madam,” answered

E’owell,,thbugh he was not a little surprised.

He descended the stairs, and she followed.

figore, You wonder that I can wish o
talk to a stranger ot such a time as this.” I
thought you would be anxious fo hear all
the particulars of—gbout your cousin; snd.
—and—" .

Her lips quivered, and her face took an
expression of such ntter wretchedness, that
Nowell withdrew his eyes from the sight
with a sense of actugl pein, wishing most
devoutly that she had left him to his solita-
1ty watch, and adopted some other mesns of
giving him the information which unques-
tionably Le was very anxious to. obfain.
Perhaps she divined this thought, for she
controlled herself, and spoke in & firmer
voice,

“[ have been trying for the last hour to
write what I wished you to know; but I
could not write, ‘Have & little patience
with ma. I will be as short as possible. It
{s because I must do what poor justice I can
to my husband that I make this explanation,
gir, He was not ag guilty as he seemed.
When that man—oh, may God’s curse Iight
upon him!' she exclaimed, with frightful

vehemence. * May—"
“ Rtop, madam ! * cried Nowell, hastily,

with somethifig like a shudder.
been cursing Ainslie in his own heart, and
as bitterly ; but sach words sounded to him
horrible on the lips of & woman. “You do
not know that the men is dying, dead by
this time, in all probability.”™

Bhe stared st him incredulously.

“It is true,” he said, and explained
briefly the circumstances of the case.

She leaned back and closed ber oyes, and a

sorrow-sharpened face.

* Nowell placed & chair for her near the

again, it was more gently.

. this man, but gh! if you knew what cause

»very hard with e to remember that all our

He had

Mrs. Gorland was silent for s moment.

world of bitter thought was reflected on her
When she spoke - “debt—Sfor that it was by his father’s mis-

- fortune, as /e ealled it, that Mr. Garland
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. “You ware shocked at hearing me curse

1 have to hate him, you would not wonder
at it. He, and his father before him, were
the ourse and ruin of my hushand’s life.
Covington (Ainslie’s father) persuaded him
to risk -all his forfune in some speculation
that tarned out a failure. We were well off
before that—almost rich—but my husband
lost every thing, and had to go to clerking
for o support. He did not like it, and the
life did not agree with his health. Woe
~moved away from Charleston, and he tried
one thing after another, withont succeeding
at any thing; moving about from place to
place, very poor, and oconstantly getting
deeper and deeper in debt. Our children
died one after another, and we ourselves
were often gn the verge of starvation, But
still my husband was an honest man, and
we were not altogether unhappy. It went

trouble was cansed by the dishonesty of
Covington ; for, though my husband never
would hear of it, I always believed, like
everybody else, that his speculation was a
cheat, and he himself s villain, Last April
we were in Richmond, Virginia, in very
poor circumstances, My husband’s health,
which had been bad for a long time, was
getting worse every day; he was very much
dopressed in mind; was out of employmenf.-,
and had not much hope of getting any work
that ho would be able to do. Oue day when
he had been out hunting for a place, he
came home looking in such high spirits that
T was astonished. He had his: pocket-book
in his hand, and he opened it and took out
& paper which he held for me to lock at.
It was a check for five thonsand dollars,
When I asked him where in the world he got
it, he told me that he had accidentally met
young Covington—I mean Ainslie—on the
stroet that morning, and, recognizing him,
went up and spoke to him. Ainslie seemed
very glad to see him, and invited him to
dine with him at his hotsl, and after dinner
ho questioned my husband, found. out all his
debts and difficulties, and made him accept
this oheek, which he said he eonsidered a
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had fallen into these difficultics. Ho came
several times to see my husband, and per-
suzded him to move to Charlaston again-—
gave him g lettér-of introduotion to his law-
yer, told him to take s holiday and reeruif
his health for 2 while, and that when he
himself came to Charleston he would find
some place or some business for him, We
came here and went into s ‘boarding-honse,
and, my husband’s mind beiag at rest for the
first time in many years, l}is health improved
rapidly, until he was almost well, I think
it was some time in the latter part of May
that ho received a letter from Ainslie, which °
was the beginning of all this sin and misery,
The letter commenced by saying that mj
husband could do hirn a very preat favir—
confer an obligation on him for which he
would be everlastingly grateful; that he
and & young lady in Ayre had fallen in love
with one another, but that her funily would’
not eonsent to the wmatch because they
wanted her to marry her cousin, which she
was not willing to do. As her family
seemed determined fo force her to it, she
had agreed to elope with Mr. Ainslie; and
what be asked of my hushoand was that he
"and myself would go and meet the young
lady, and ‘bring her to Oharleston, where
“the marridge could take place.. He wanted
to do every thing in the most proper. man-
ner; and he would like for the youn{ lady
to have a chaperone until they aoui&#be
married, My bushand sdw no hasa  in
the proposal, He eald that if the j'oung
lady’s family wanted to force her to mgrry
against her will, why, that they deserved
for her to run away; that they were fools
not o' agree to her marrying Mr, Ainslie,
who was very wealthy, and the cleverest
fellow that ever. breathed, He agreed at
onee to do all he could, and insisted on my
consenting to my part—though I was op-
posed to it from the firat, I never believed
in runawsay matches, for.I never knew one
that did not turn out badly. Several letiers
were exchanged, and my husband, .at Mr.
Ainslie’s request, took this house and fur-
nished it at his expense—and, at the time
appointed, we went in s .carrisge to meet
him and the young lady. They were to
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come down the river in a skiff; and, sura
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enough, at a place called Morford’s Landing,
I think it was, wo met them. The first I
" saw of them, ds I sat in the carriage on the
bank of the river, thoy weroe talking and
jaughing ; and this did not give me a very
high opinion of the young lady, for I
thought that it must be a very frivolous girl
who could be laughing in that way at such
o time, While' I was watching them, the
- gkiffstopped at the landing, and then I no-
ticed that the young lady looked surprised.
Wa were not near enough to hear sny of
the conversation that followed, but I under-
" stood vety well afierward what was the
menning of the strange motions she made.
Ounge it looked as if she was trying to throw
herself into theriver. T began to be unessy,
gnd ditéoted my husband’s attention to fhe
. sipgnlar manner in which she was seting;
but he only laughed, and said it was all af-
fectation—that she wag only shilly-shallying
to tesse Mr, Ainslie. While ho had beem
speakitig, 1 looked way from-the skiff, and
when I turhed to it agein, I saw Mr. Ains-
lie stej on shire with the young lady in his
. drms, . He brought her to the carriage, and
then I perecived that she hod fainted. I
wes dreadfully alarmed, but Mr. Ainslie
made Hght of it. He gave me a smelling-
Bottle, and told the driver fo bring some

* water from the rwer, with which he bathed |
turn,  They had received their directions
" from Ainslie; and wonld not have hstened

. her fice, ‘It is notliling ‘serious, he said,
48h¢ 1g-only 4 little nervous, Her pulse is
sll right. Just get into the carriage, Gar-
‘land, and drive off. I must hurry back, for
I dow’t want to be missed.’ All in a hurry,
and before I had time to think, we were
" ditving off as fast as the horses eould go.
T was 3o much engaged in trying to recover

~the yedng lady, that I did no$ have my |
‘But if I had them, |

senses. fairly sbott me.-
F-am afraid it would have dond no good. I
h&d 7 power to-stop the carrisge, or to do
dny thing but répropch my husband.” Her
voipe faltéred here, “Iam afraid T spoke
© .- very sngrily ; ‘but stilt ke affected to think
that there wis nothing wrong. But, when

mort -than ah hour; he. grew very mmch
. alarmed! too. He ~called to the driver to

. stbjr; but the driver did not hear, or pre- |

tended that'he'did not. . At last the poor

B

girl moved, and drew a deep breath, I was
rejoiced, and spoke to her, asking her how
she was, Butshe did not answer. She lay
in my arms and moaned ; and once I heard
her smy ‘Philip? in such & strange tone,
that it made a cold chill ron over me. I
would have taken her back to her home;
bat my husband would not hean of this.
Indeed, if he had been willing, we did not
know what direction Ayre was.
have driven ten miles when the carriage
stopped again by the river, and we heard
the sound of voices. One of them asked the

driver if all was right, and he snswerd yes.

t Drive in, then,’ said the first voice, and the
next moment the earfiage was driven into a
flat-boat, and we were going down the river,
We had started from the place where the
young lady was put into the earriage, just
before dusk; and it was some hours into
the night when we goton the boat. It was
the most miserable night I had ever spent.
I was sure that there had Deen spme de-

ception on the pait of Mr. Ainslie; and I

begged and implored my husband to stop

' the boat, and return to Ayre with the poor

gir! who lay moaning in my arms. He has
since told me that he would have done this,
if it had been possible—but that neither
the driver nor the hoatmen would have
obeyed him, if he had ordered them to re.

40—
“One moment, madam, if you please,”
said Nowell. *Werd the boatmen white or

:black?”

“They were white men, The driver
was black-—one of Alnslie’s own servants.”
“ Thank youn.”
# All night ™

me to see thig, though only the stars were

out, At daylight;: we left the boat, and

drove to the house about & mile from the

'the* young lady continued insemsible for | river, wheie breskfast was ready for us.

When we stopped, and poor Mabel . was
‘lifted ot of the carriage, she opened her

:

Wea must

—resumed Mrs., Gearland,
-who spoke as if she were very much ex-
hansted—" we were going down the river
'with the eirrent, It-waglight enough for

oyes for the first time: and then I siw-thet
she was deranged. I nearly went deranged
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nyself, I was so terribly shocked. Bo v:ras
my husband ; but he made up his mind, by
this time, that the thing had gone too far
for us to turn back. (I reproached him gl-
most frantically; and he at last lost his
temper, and answered me very harshly.”
She burst into tears, “In sll our troubles,”
she continued, “we never had any serious
disagreement. Never-had he spoken to me
as—as you heard him speak.to-night. But
he seemed altogether changed, from that
night, He grew irritable and gloomy; al-
ways ready to find fanlt with any thing I
did. Bometimes he would be like himself

_ for a little while; and he would then admis

that he was as miserable 28 2 man could be,

He suffered the most intense remorse, And
yet, strange to say, he did not seem to feel any
resentment against Ainslie, I never could
understantf how it was that Ainslie acquired
sach an influence over him. It was not al-
together gratitude for the assistance he had
given—by which my hushand was enabled
to pay his debts, and feel, as he expressed
it, & free man once more, He seemed posi-
tively to Jove this base, wicked creature. I
believe the wretch himself was shocked
when he came to Charlestop, and found
that his villanous plan of compelling Mabel
to marry him could not be carried -out.
Hé never saw her bat ones in this hounse—

 the day be came first, Though he was told

that she was insane, he insisted on seeing
her; and Ibrought her down, She shricked
snd fainted at sight-of him; and I declared
then: solemnly to himself and my busband,
that, if he ‘came info her presence again, I

. would make s public confession of the

wholo affair, whatever the consequence
might be. He did not attempt to test.my
resolution; he did unot even seem {o- Te-
sent it; but I know, from various things

~which my husband told me, that he in-

dulged the hope of her ultimste recavery,
and oxpected to make her his wife, Hig

. plan was, thet we should remain in Charles- |

ton nutil ‘-ha finished his business arrange-
ments, and then go to Europe with her,
where he could consnlf the best physicians,”
4 Has any phyawmn seen heri" Nowell,
agked, .

© . %“Na, I am very anxious to call in

physicians, but my husband was so afraid
of risking a discovery, that he would not
have one for himself+—though he has needed
one,” she added, sorrowfully, 1 have told
you all this, sir, in the hope that it will
make you think more charitably of my poor
husband, Excepting in this one instance,
he never in his whole life wronged man or
woman, He was a good man and an honest
man until this wretch that you think I
ought not to curse led him astray ; and the
remorse which he suffered has, I believe,
been the canse of his death, Oh, sir, if you
would think as well as you oan of him ] P=—

sho clasped her hands passionatelym“if 5

you eould forgive him!” .

“I will try to do o, said NoweH,
grn.vely, “for your spke, madam. I thank
you for the kindness you have shown my
unfortunate cousin, Had she been with
one who dealt less gently with her, she
would -kave suffered even more than she
has, And now you will be adding to this
kindness, if you tell me what her precise
condition of mind is. I have wriften for
her sister, and—and the “Philip? for whom
she mistook me; but they cannot be here
for several days—”

“Pray let her remain with me until her
sister arrives!™ Mrs. Garland exclaimed,

-earnestly,” “She 13 very much attached to

me, and very docile o all my wishes. I—»
“ But,” said Nowell, “at such a time &8s

| this—"'

My husband is dead,” she raphed, ins
hapeless tone. “If I ean do the least thing
in repairing the sin inte which he was led,
oh, give me the consolation of deing i1

“But may not the discovery of—of what
has eocurred—be injurions to hqr i” he
asked, hesitatingly.

“ Sha shall not know it. Mnny, ths.n.uié;.;‘

| you saw, Is 4 good, trustworthy girl, 'When -7
1 oanmot be with her myself, Mﬂ,r shall

stay in her room,"

“Thank you-thank you heartily

She did not wait for him to geon w:th
what he was about te say, but rose faebly,
and, howing her hesd, walked slowly fron -
the room; and, though she had stopped his
speech prematurely, he could mob resclvd

to stay her departure. In the text which
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she had furnished, he found ample matter
for thought during the rest of the night.
“Shortly after dawn, Mike appeared with
the information' that *if his honor would
stip np-stairs, he wonld find some wather
and towels that Mary had put for his hon-
or's use in the spare chamber, snd cook
. was—" . Nowell stopped him, when he had
" proceéded so far, and declined the hogpi-
- "table attentions proffered, with an excuse
that he was going out at once.

e gave Mr. Lyndsay, while he break-
fosted, & summary of Mrs. Garland’s story;
and they wore about to rise from the table,
_when s servant announced that a messen-
get wished to speak immediately with Mr,
Nowell, . v

#8how him in,” said Mr, Iyndsay, while
Nowell's heart gave one bound, and then
stopped still—for he thought of Mabel. But
bef01e he had time to start from his seat,
a respectable-looking servant entered-—a
nepgro man-—who, notwithstanding his well-
bred offorts to speak with conventional
compoesure, was evidently out of breath,

“I bring & message from my master, Mr,
Ainslis, to Mr. Nowell,” he said, looking
from one fo the other of the gentlernen.

% What, is that scoundrel not dead yet ¢
oried Nowell, with all his natural brogque-
ness.  * What can he want fo say to mef”

" Ho. reogretted having spokeén so, as he
saw thé man’s eyes fill with tears that were
dried the next instant by & flash of indig-
nawt anger. -Seoundrel, Ainslie undouhted-
Iy was—but certainly he had the faculty of
strongly attaching to-him the affection of
those about hir,

“Without noticing Nowe]l’s remarks, the
man” ¢ontinued, coldly: “My master told
me to say to Mr, Nowell that he is dying,
and wishes very much to seo Mr. Nowell
immedinately.” ‘

The two gentlemen exohanged glanoes,

i Mr, Ainglie’s carriage is at the door to
take Mr. Nowell as quick ag possible,” said
the servant; and there was the very slight-
et intonatmn of entreaty in his volce. But.
Nowell's face had-become hard end cold.

~“He'told 'meto be sure-and bring you, sir,*
He ‘wants ‘to see you very much,” said the
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time, and openly brushing away the fears
that again ‘welled up into his eyes, The
words were simple; but the tone. in which
they were spoken made them persuas:ve

“T will go,” said the young man—bub
vory coldly, “What is the number of the
hougg??

‘The carriage is waitlng—"

1 will walk,”

“No, no, «Francis!” interposed Mr.
Lyndsay. *Take the carriage by all means;
and go at once, He may have something
of importance to say to you. Don't lose
time! "

“At a gallop!” was the brief order
given to the driver by the servant who had
summoned Nowell, as he sprang up behind
the carriage. And his order was obeyed
liberally, Very few minutes passed hefore
the equipage dashed up to the door of
Ainslie’s house in Rutledge Street. The
servant jerked open the door, tore down the
steps, and rapidly preceded Nowell into a
large and lofty hall, up a broad stone stair-
case, along & wide sky-lighted passage-way,
throngh an open door, into a handsome end
giry apartment that had, at first glance,
nothing of the appearance of & death-cham-
ber. ' The windows were all wide openy
oven the cobweb lace curtains—iheir only
drapery—were drawn entirely aside to Iet
the fresh air of the morning enter freely;
and the sunshine poured in golden streams
upon the India maiting that covered the
floor. Near one side of the bed was placed
a small table, covered with scattered writ-
ing-materials and e lighted taper, and at it
a dried-up looking men sat folding and seal-
ing a thick paper which needed no great
perspicacity to divine to be the dying man's
last willand testament: Two gentlemen, phy-
sicians evidently, stood st the window most
distam‘t from the bed, talking in low tones.

* Nowoll pansed one moment upon the
threshold, and then, his step attuning itself

,1nwoluntar11y to the stillness around, he ad-

vanced to-the foot of the bed; and stood

‘looking -down upon the man whose hind—
‘the ‘traitor-hand that had dealt him 8o it

ter & wrong !—he had grasped not » week
ago, in friendly greeting.

man, sddressing Nowell directly for the fivst |

There was nothing of the fearfulness of

" with the first rays of the morning sun.

he gazed at the impassive face for min-

" for this man’s blood : he had only refrained
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death in Ainslie’s aspect; none of the pain-
fal, often revolting ghastliness whioh dis-
aase seldom fails to impress upon the poor
dlay of humanity., His face was very pale;
and the brilliant eyes, that had made its soli-
tary attraction, were closed ; but the features
were not sunken, and there was no disorder
of garb, or disarrangement of the bed. He
still wore the dress in which he sat down
to dine the evening before, the removal of
whioh had not heen considered unavoidable,
gs the physicians had not believed it pos-
gible that he counld live an hour when they
gaw him first. And when he had tempora-
rily recovered his sense, under the forture
of being raised from the floor, while a band-
age was passed eround his waist, he had
forbidden that his dress should be touched.
They had lgid him on the bed, with a fow
folds of linen drapery thrown over the mid-
dle part of his figure; and there he remained
unmoving—suuk in a heavy stapor during
the night, but rousing to full conscionsness

Very oulmly he addressed himself to the
task of setting his house in order. Hislaw-
yor was summoned, his will made, and then
he expressed a wish to see Nowell,

A gtrange wish Nowell thought it, as

ntes before there was -any change in if.
But suddenly the eyes unclosed themselves
-—and his gaze was returned. And it was
gingular that the expression in the eyes of
the two men, as their glances met, was iden-
tical ; bold, speeulative, solemn, it spoke the
thought which was in the mind of esch—
“ Btricken by God!”

Stricken by God, The bitter sense of
wrong—the passionate desire for vengeance
—which had been burning so fiercely in
Nowell's heart, ever since he had admitted
the belief of Ainslie’s guils, seemed to
shrivel and turn to ashes. He had thirsted

from spilling it, because he preferred. the
refinement of revenge which the disgrace of
the legal penelty for his crime would i in-
fliet upon Ainalie.

And now }—

Tt was in a tone more quiet than cold
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“Yeg; I wished to see you."

The voice did not seem changed---a lit-
tle weak, perhaps—and there was a slight
eatebing of the breath; but its tones were
natural. He turned his eyes from Nowell's
face, to the servant who was now standing
close at the side of the bod opposite the
table, and made s motion with his right
hand, which was answered by the servant's
bringing a goblet of ice-water from a mar-
ble stand near by. Tenderly .raising his
master’s head, the man held the water to
his Iips, and he drank. It refreshed him.
Hig g}ance returned to Nowell, and he

spoke again.

“Francis Nowell, I sent for you to ask
if yon will grant a favor to a dying manf”

“Say omM

“ Garland was my blind agent at ﬁrst
—imposed upon by & deception on my part.
After he diseovered the nature of the act in
which he was participating, his wesknese
of character, and partly bis attachment to
me, bound him to my service, But in will,
he is innocent, What I ask of you is, that
you will not prosecute him—or permit lnm
to be prosecuted.”

Nowell did not reply. He was gazing
stoadily-—end marvelling st the incompre-
hensible character of the man who could

yet, at the hour of his own extremity, was
capable of the generons desire to save him.
He could not understand so contmdmtory a
nature.

Ainslie misinterpreted his silence:

““You will not promise?™ he said.

“You have put sside the natural im-
- pulse for vengeance so far as to come at my
call, and to hold your hand from snticipat-
ing death’s stroke wpon me—snd yot—
But ‘perhaps you came to -gloat over the
spectacle of my miserable end ? ¥

“No—I did not come for that.”

¢ For what, then?” ;

# Beoause you reqﬂeSwﬂd my prea-
ence.”

“Francis Nowell, you eall yourself 8
_Chrigtian men!"

o Yes ”

that he'said, “You wished fo see mef”

“T have never been o Ohmtmn I

t

intently into the eyes that met his own-

remorselessly lead another into crime, and

B3

4
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have acknowledged no God sgvemy own
. will, Bat now, in this moment when I
stand upon the threshold of eternity, I be-
lieve that there is a God—the God whom
you profess to worship!” He was silent
for a minute—the oatching in his voice
having hecome more frequent and audible.
“Do not think I make this declaration to
buy off from the devil. I am sufficiént-
1y acquainted with the toachings of your
priesis .to know thot hypocrisy is not con-
trition. I speak. sincercly: I helieve that
thers is & Godt—and I adjure you, in the
name, and by the precepts of that God, for-
give this man

“He shall not be pr osecuted ”.

 Almost  involuntarily, Nowg]l spoke
‘thus. The dying wan’s solemn gppeal had
~ affocted and softened him, He would not,
. he thought, add one moro pang to the bit-
terness of death: he would bs mercifully
silent respecting Garland,

Ainglie did nop speak in reply—but
thess marvellously beantiful eyes grew
bright' end soft with a gleam of gratitude
‘snd _pleasure; and_ then he closed them
wearily, 28 if exhausted But he sald,
falntly - ‘

ie Do——net'. go——ye’c M
‘ In a little time ho opened his eyes agam
and Jopked uneasily, to see if Nowell was
still thers, Observing thiy, the servant
-brpugb.t g ohair, and Nowell sai down.
Bqt spinntes passed in dead silence ; and he
was_ beginning to feel vague apprehenswns
ahouﬂ Mabel—doubts whether it was vight
for ]:um to risk remaining any longer from
her, Hg Jpoked 2t Ainslie’s fage, Per-
heps he had again sunk into stmpor. The
bregth, };_e peroeived, was nmow very short.
He had almost decided that to wait longer

. wea superflions—that he woyld at least |

cq;malt the physicians, who were still in
the ‘room, whether it was probable that
therp would be a further rallying of the obvi-
rons}y ﬁulmg spark of life. As he thought
' thig, there was & slight quivering of the
eyelids, ‘and they lifted’ slowly, and the eyes

‘st omae sought his face.
& Thcre was more—that I wished to sgy

- —but-n .
- He paused, and rested for a moment

--'-his voieo hod bhacome very wesk and un-
cerfain, When he resumed, he spoke slowly,
and with long paunses,

“1 am not.so remorseless a villain—as
you perhaps think, * Binfal my life has been
—but never dishonorable, in a worldly sense
—until this crime. stained it—I loved her—

my power—to attract. It was a gift with
me—the power of fascinating whom I would
—~man or woman., FEven yourself—while
you hated Conway, you almest. liked me.
Bhe alone defied me—and I swore to con-
quer her. DBut I failed—and, step by step—
my passion led me on—until it finally eul-
minated—in this outrggpe. Perhaps you
would—not believe me—if I told you that
the remorse—which I have suffered——in see-
ing her as she g’

He closed his eyes. An expression of
intolerable pain convulsed his face, * And
Conway—if he had not gaid—that he could
not ask her to be his wife—I would not
have wronged him s0.”

Again the lids sank heavily; and therg
was a silence of some minutes.
& last effort, he looked up.

“Tell Conway—I—am-—sorry.”

The light went suddenly out of the
brown eyes. The erring soul was gone,

CHAPTER XXVIIL

THE EVIL THAT MEN DO LIVES ATTER
' THEM.

Tae semsgtion which Nowell's Ietier
caused in Ayre, wos something almost be-
youd deseription, and quite beyond prece-
dent. Never before had any thing oconrred
which so profoyndly shooked and interested
the whole community—as, indeed, it might
have shocked s much larger community,
speing that the day of sensational horrovs
had not yet dawped upon that quiet region
of cogntry. Then, of all people, Mabel Lee
was nearest the popular heart, and that she

rible for helief. Not that they knew much

and she was the first—-who ever resisted

Then, with

should have been singled out for such g fate -
seemed to Ayre almost too-hard apd ter- |
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abouﬁ her as yeb.
stance had left immediately on the recep-

. tion of Nowell's letter, and Mrs. Lee had,

followed. as soon as she was sble to travel;
‘the immediste friends of the family were re-
ticent, and the newspapers seemed to be
muzaled, Altogether, Ayre was in a state
of uncomfortably indefinite and seething cn-
rlosity, which did nof -improve or obtain
much gratification as the days weni by.

A good many of these days had gone by,
when, having taken dinner, Mr. Blake sat
down on his piazza one afterncon to smoke
4 pipo of rather gloomy contemplation. His
thoughts were, of course, full of the topic
which filled all thoughts just them, when
the whoops of two or three little negroes

- caused him to look wp, and he saw a horse-

jman entering the gate. Something in the
figure, and something in the horsd, took him
back at once to the May afternoon when he
first met Philip Conway at the cross-roads
—then in ancther moment he-saw that it
wad Conway himself, With something of a
stdrt, he took the pipe from his mouth, and
walked toward the steps. By the time he
roached them, the other had cantered for-
ward, and they met face to face. Their greet-
ings were usually formal; but, for the first

" time, Blake held cut his hand voluntarily.

“How ars you, Mr. Conway?” he said,
“T'm glad to see you back—mbut, good Heav-
ens, sir, how badly you look! ™

“Do 177 said Conway, shortly, “There's
reagon enough for it, since I have ridden al-
most conatently-—sparing neither myself nor
my horse—since I received my uncle’s let-
tor. 'Will you have him looked after, if you
please? Iam very sorry to have been forced
to'treat him.s0.” -

Mr, Blake gave a low whistle as he
looked at the horse, who stood by the steps,
with his head down, his nostrils distended,
his flanks still quwermg from prolonged ex-
ertion, and. his whole air one of spent ex-
hallﬂtlon»

#You musé have ridden like the de\nl
sir," he gaid.

-7 folt like the devil,” was the ourt re-
ply.  “Bit I am sorry for Mazeppa, Foor
follow, he ¢id hia best, * Will you have him:

* put up, and farnish me another mountt "

Mr, Seyton and Com- |

“Anpther oné! You surely arve not
thinking of going on this efternoon, sir?

“T am going on in sn hour. Bend over
to the House for Black Tom. He hag a bet-
ter hottom than any other horse on the plan-
tation, I believe.  In the mean time, I will
be glad if you will give me something to
eat.”

“{ertainly, sir. But won't you have a
drop or two of brandy first?”

“I never travel without it and I have
& flagk helf full in my pocket now,”

¢ Take g seat, then, sir, while I see about
the horse. You look dreadfully fagged! ™

He pushed a chair forward as he spoke,
and, almost unconscionsly, Conway sank in-
to it. After Mazeppa hed been led away,
and Mr. Blske himeelf was gone, he still sa} _
quite motionless—the relazation of intense
fatigue in every limb, but something heyond
fatigne, something which still had power to
goad the sinking bDody into action, buin-
ing in his eyes, Even during this brief rest,
the desire to be moving toward his goal
was apparent. Even while the body was

pank in this deep inertia, the will was urg- .. -

ing to action, and torturing with the thoughs
of all that was yet to be done, More than
once the slight, romsonlar hands clinched
themselves as if they were already on a hu-
man throat, and the black brows knitted
into ominous frowns. (an you wonder?
There are some wrongs that rend away, like
flimsy veils, all the conventionalities with
which it has pleased civilization to drape the
life of man, leaving bare the naked human
natnre with all its savage instinets, which
may be tolerably well repressed, but have
never yet been uprooted. And it was a
wrong of this sort that Oonway was smart-
ing under now—a wrong that might have
made the very meeckest turn in deadly

'wrath; and a wrong that left no hope of

rodress, or thought of consclation, save only

‘that bitter-sweet one of revenge. The rob-

bery wes deep enough, and black enopgh,

in itself; but the betrayal whleb, 000
panied it was, if any thing, even warge: and
between the two, his heart was a ealdrqn of 7
such fierce passion as it would fare i}l with

' the tost of us if we could even imagine.

Fortunately, not many of us can—fortunate-
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Iy, such provocation is not often given, even

“on this wicked esrth—Dbut; if it wers; we
too might lea.rn that sometimes; at least, the
divine- :précept of forgweness in spokeu unto
des.f ears,

~After a while; Mr.. Blake came back, and
found his ‘ghest “in precisely the same posi-
tion in which he had left him.

“T have sent to the House for Black
Tom, sir,” he sajd; © and he will be here
shortly. Ihave been seeing them rub down
the chestnnt, and he seems a good deal bet-
ter already.  Dinner is ready- W111 you
walk'in$”

‘Diring dinner, Conway made bis first
ancl ‘only approach to the subject of which
both ‘their thoughts were full, by asking if

. any-thing hed been heard from ‘Me. Seyton
Blske shook bis head.
- % Nothing whatever, sir, ' Mrs, Lee went
down the other day; but I suppose you
have heh,rd that$”

" %No; how should I? I passed through
Ayte, it is true; but T had no disposition to
ask questions. 'Who went down with her$”

“Father Lawrence, sir.”

"And that' was literally all that was said,
Aﬂer dinner, Black Tor was brought out,
and, declining the longer rest which his host
urgad ‘Conway took his departure. They
had shaken Lands, and he was in the saddle,

- when' ‘Blake stopped lnm amd spoke ab-
ruptly. -
' %Ope moment, Mr. Conway. I must do
one thing, sir, before’ we part—Y must beg
your pardon‘for all the suspicion I'have felt
agninst you.' T never liked you from the
. start, sif, and I was only too ready to believe
" any-wrong of yon. "I sée how mistaken I
was, 'And I«—I beg yoﬁr pardo:u. ’It’s all I
‘ean do
4Tt s more-than emmgh," gaid Gonway;
“Pghaw, manl—do you think I minded
your suspiciont—you spoke»:t out honesbly,
and I-neverredented ity even for a moment,
Indeod, 1 rat:her liked you the better for it,
sinecs it showed your love for her. If that
as'all iyouliave to say, don’t keep e here to
say it now.,? .

ST isn't all; said Blake, eatchmg at his
bridle 'ss he was turning away.  I'm an old
man, sir, and I've loved her loxiger than you

" MABBL LEB, -

hive, so I have a right to say this: Take
care what you do. Wrong was never yet
mended by wrong, and—"

“Let me go!” satd Conway, between
Lig teeth, -*Do you think I can wait here
to be preached to on a mubject ke thig?
No, wrong ‘was never yet mended, but it
can be evenged-—and that is what it shall
bel Stand out of the way.”

Blake stood out of the way sorrowfully
enough, and watched him ride out of sight,
Then he drew his hand slowly across his
eyes, and went back into the house, mutter-
ing a verse that came to his memory with
sudden force:

“‘Vengeance is mine, I will repay, saith
the Lord. " .

When Conway reached Charleston, the

first person whom he met was Mr, Seyton.”

Blake had given him the name of the hotel
where the latter wasto be found ; and, going
there, he was shown at once to his room,
It was vacant, but he had not long to wait
before its occnpant came in.

“Phill my dear boy,” he said, holding
out his hand to the travel-stained figure
who 'Tose to mect him, “I did not expect
you for some days yet. How qaickly you
have come!*"

“1 have travelled almost withont draw-
ing rein,” Oonway answered, “and I have
not heard a word of news. Sir—how is
ghel™

Mz, Seyton shook his head sadly.

“There is no change, my boy-~they give
us no hope of any. - She is perfectly mild
and gentle, but absolutely insane, . Bhe asks
for you constanﬂy, and sometimes takes even
me for you, Will you go o her nowt "

 Pale as Conway had -been before,-ho
grew’ yet paler at that request, and raised
his hand with a qmck gesture of sﬂenoe aml
refugal,

“1. could not bearit,’” he saad, ‘hisskily,
“I dare mot—yet, - If 1 saw her firsf, -1
should not be a man but a tiger, and I have

 something to do which must be done within |

conventional bounds, st least, ‘Bir, don't
speak to me of ber, but tell mé ab once
where he”—the dark brows met, and the
dark eyed quivered and glowed—“ is to be
foind1 »

i
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Mr, Seyton started, and looked at him
for a'moment before ho spoke,

“Do you mean Ainslie?” he asked, at
last, ‘

“ Whom else should I mean? ” answered
the other, flercely, ¢ Tell me, sir—tell me
at once. I am on five till I have seen him,
and taken revenge!” ‘ :

Mr. Seyton came a step nearer, snd Iatd
his hand down on the shoulder that shook
with passion beneath his touch,

“That has been moved out of your
hands,” he said, solemnly. ¢ Ainglie is
dead.” ‘

“Come in," said Constance, gently, as
Mr. Seyton paused gt the door of her sitting-
room, with Conway beside him. “8She is
sleeping now, but I will waken her, Come
inM } -

«No—don*t waken her,” said CUonway,
coming forward; and then he suddenly
stopped—for there, on a low couch beneath
ono of the windows, Mabel lay before him.
She had apparently fallen asleop in the
midst of some trifling employment, for one
hend still held a plece of needle-work; but
her attitude was that of profound repose,
29 well as perfect grace, Her head was
somewhat thrown back, and the light
streamed down softly through the green
blinds, over her upturned face—the face
whose bloom wag ahmnost as bright as on the
morning when he told her that she looked

. more like Aurora than Titaniz, Her fair

arms and neck gleamed like marble through
the thin muslin which covered them; and
her rich golden curls Jay in glittering pro-
fusion over the dark sofs-enshions, Some-
thing in the sttitude and scene—different
though both were—reminded Conway of
the night when he had seen her thrown into
mesmerjo slomber; and he turned to Con-
stance, who had risen and stood near him.

“You' aroe sure it is a natural sleep™ he
said. ‘‘Bhe looks almost a3 if she were mag-
netized,” ‘ *

41t is entively natural,” Constance an-
swered. “Speak to her, if you wish to
Inow-she wakes very easily.”?

He approached the sofa and knelt down
by it,' She looked so saint-like, in her
youth and beauty, that for a moment he

held his breath before he spoke. Then he
uttered only one word—

“Mabel | ‘

Instantly she opened her eyes. For o
moment she looked at him, as if half uncer-
tain who or what he was. Then the mist
of doubt clegred awsy. A smile came to
her lips—a sweet, bright smile—but ne ex-
clamation broke from them. She only held
out her hand, and, os he clasped it in both
his own, she said, quietly:

% You have come at lagt! Iknew you
wonld—but, O Philip, what a long time
it has been!™ '

“Very long, my love, very long!™ he
murmured, brokenly, “Buf it shall never
be again, I am with you now—now and
forever.”

 Forever! " she repeated, with the same
smile, but with & wandering in her eyes,
that showed at once her malady. *“Forever
—ah, yes, Lknow, Wo said that long ago,
down by the river, did wenot? I have not
forgotten my lesson, Philip. I have been
woiting for you, to sayit to you. The other
Philip—there t0as another Philip, was there

not? * she asked, with a troubled look com-
ing over the brightness of hér face. “Ho N

has uot been here in a long time, either.
But.there was another Philip, was thers
not?" ‘

“Yes, yes,” he said, hastily—%therve
was another. But you were talking of me,
What was it you want 3 to say to me?®

“My lesson,” she repeated. “I have
never forgotten it—never. The other Phii-
ip was very kind asnd good to .me, but he
was not you ; and I would not say it to him.
I said it to myself, though,all the time; and
Iknow it now. Must I say it to you?"

“Yes,” he ahewered ; “say it-to me.”

- Bhe smiled and drew neaver to him.

" “Puat your arms around me, then,” she
sald.’ “That is the way, you know. Now
let me lay myhead down—so. If T forget
some of it, you will not mind? " e

“No, no.” S

# Listen, then,” And with his arms
rournd her, and her head resting .on his
shoulder, she began in s soft, low voice the
‘yerses he had repeated long before, in that

June twilight on the river: -

&
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17t was ordeined to be 50, Bwesl--and best -
Comes now, heneath thine eyes, gnd on thy brogat,
Stiliklsg me] Oare not for the cowards! Care
Only to put aside thy beauteous hair

" My bood will ¢} The Three I do not scorn
To desth, bacanse thoy never lived: but I |
Have lived indeed; and so—(yet one more kiesk—von

die1'® '

When she finished, she glanced up into
his face, but he was speechless,” The sweet-
ness of the past, and the anguish of the
present, were too much for him. He drew
in hig breath with a quick, gasping sound,
but he uttered not a word; and, after 2 mo-
ment, she spoke again. ,

“Are you not going to preise me, Phil-
ip?” she asked, half reproachfully. *I
have said it—ah, so often!—to myself! and
. Ythought you would be sure to tell me you

" were glad. I have never anid it to any one
but you—never.” ' '
Ho looked up at Constance, who stood
behind the sofa. .
“My God! How will I ever bearit?”
" he asked. :
- “Bear it as I have done—for her sake,”
‘she answered, in her quiet voice. “Seel
she js pained that you do mnot answer.
Speak to her.”
* He bent his head down then, and spoke
_  toher. 'What he said neither of the others
“henrd, but it seemed to satisfy her entirely.
"She leaned back on her cushions with a
smile, and scarcely heeded that he bent his
face down in her loose masses of hair, while
his whele frame shook with convulsive emo-
‘tion that seemed caused by the strong heaves
of the heart throbbing so mightily in its
love anddespair. - Despite this; Mabel wan-
dered on with a-stream of talk; -and afier 5
-while he grew composed encugh to answer
ker, rnd strive to disoover how far her mind

was aahe, snd how far overthrown. Bui

- he made little progress, Questions that she

conld not angwer tronbled her; and he wad

forced at last to see for himaelf, whatothers
- had seen before him, that the very mildness

of the malady made it the more hopeless of

onre. fave in her recollection: of one or
two people, the past was all 3 blank to her;
and he found that the endesvor to lead her
mind back to any portion of it was utterly
froitless. Plainly, indeed, the effort did

‘riore harm than good ; and when he rose at

last to go, it was with & heart sorer by
much than when he had entered.

~ “(ome again, Philip—come again, very
goon. Don’t stay away long,” were Mabel’s
lzst words; and the pleading lock which ge-
companied them followed him all the way
to his hotel.

When he reached there, the first piece
of information he received was that a gen-
tleman had called, and was waiting for him,
The gentleman himgelf coming forward, he
was surprised fo see an absolute stranger—
a dapper little man, very carefully and pre-
cisely dressed, who bowed in ackrowledg-
ment of his interrogative glance.

“Mr, Conway, I presume? ™ he said.

¢ Yes, Mr. Qonway,” Philip answered.

“T have called on private business,” said
the other. “If you will show wme to your
own room, I will explain it.”

Conway felt too thoroughly indifferent
to trouble himself with & single conjecture

-about the nature of the business thus unex=
pectedly announced, but led the way st A

onee to hid room. After they entered, the
stranger declined a ehair, and, drawing some
‘papers from’ his pocket, laid them on the
table, ‘

~ %1 had the honor to be the lawyer of
the late Mr. Ainslie, sir,” ho said, “and his
last instrmetions were deposited in: my
hands. “Among others, was a letter for
yourself, which - thonght it best to deliver
in peraon,”

" More was said, but Conway had a very

faint idea at the time, and a still fainter ro-

membrance afterwerd, of what it was., When'
at last the men took a ceremonious depart-
ure, he was glad to sit down, for he felt

“strangely confused and giddy, Events had

snpeeeded each other s¢ rapidly that the
power of replizing them seemed fo have
passed from him. Even with the dead
man’s Jptter before him, he epuld not bring
himself to a realization of all that had hap-
pened, It was o long time before he could
foroe. himgelf to take up the sheet of paper

~~buginess-dooking paper, covered with &

lewyer's smooth handwriting-.and open it,

When he did so, he saw that it began very .

abrupily, thus: o
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“Conway: When this letter is placed
in your hands, you can afford to read it,
since I shall then be beyond the reach of

- your resentment or your forgiveness. The

doctors tell me that I cannot live more than
a fow hours, and my own sensations assure
me that I have not even that muneh of life to
reckon confidently upon: Don’t misunder-

_gtand me. Don’t think I write this tp ask

forgiveness, or to plead for any more kindly
remembrance than you would have given if

" Ihad gone down to the grave with my lips

closed. In your place, I should never par-
don such an offence as the ome you have

suffered ; and I know yon well enough to

be sare that I will be as much the object of
your execratton af the Yast moment of your
life as I am now. TUnderstanding this, you
will believe that T write sclely to make an
explanation which you could never other-

" wige hear; and to speak the truth-—mot for

my own sake, but for that of another—as a
dying man may be supposed to spegk it.

" It may be unnecessary, as far as you are
~eoncerned, but, for the benefit of the evil-

gpeaking world, I once for il solemnly af-

. firm that no oune, save ‘myself and my paid

agents, was concerned in the abduction of
Mabel Lee, She was utterly powerléss and
passive—as I will hereafter explain, Before
doing so, however, I must go back brietly to
my first meeting with her. You.may re-
member how much I was struck by her
beanty; but of course you could not even
have guspected that, from that hour, I deter-
mined to win her ; and, notwithstanding her

. instantaneous attraction toward yourself, I

did not despair of doing so. Ugly as I am,
1 had tested my powers of fascination often
enough to be sure that I might easily dis-
tance you in a fair race, On my honor, I
thonght nothing besides this, until the mes-
merie experiment. When I saw the aver-
sion she sesmed, in consequence of that, to
conceive foward me, I could not but hesi-
tate in my parpose. I hesitated especially
about the portrait~painting, on which hinged
sll else—for, necessarily, if I had abandoned
that, T should: have had no exeuss for re-

maining at Seyton House.. Doubting. my

own judgment very much, I comsilted her
sister, " She encouraged me fo hope that the

dislike was only trensient, and would pess
away in time. So I remained—and you
know the rest, alnost as well as I do.. Yon

- saw how her dislike faded away, and how .

day by day her manner to me grew more
cordial. Of course, I was fully aware of her
preoccupation with yourself; and I did not
think for g mement that this change mesnt
any foint wakening of love, But I did be-
leve, and I doatill believe, thatif I could have

removed her from your influence, I could

soon have made her mine of her own free
will and choice. Acting on this belief, I
gradusally conceived the ides of an abdue-
tion. It was the only memns of compassing
the desired end in the desived manmer; it
was the only means of proving that I conld .
make her far more in love with me, than
she was in love with you then. Yet I pur-
posely sounded you beforehand, honestly
moaning to relinquish the project if I fonnd
you deeply attached to her, And what.did
I hear? Only the careless jargon of the ’
day; the flippant talk of convenience and
bondage ; the mere bubble froth of a faney,
which the next new toy would replace, I
could not harm you by depriving yon of
any thing which yon trested so lightly,
I thought; and, even for her own sake, 1

awould do better to give her such love as

mine—love that would have faced fire and
sword for her—rather thsn a shallow fancy
for her pretty face, like yours, After that,
my last hesitation was at'an end; and I laid
my plans. The island ball gave me the op-
portunity I desired, and T determined that,
if possible, she shonld be carrled off that
night. It proved impossible; and was ne-
cessarily postponed until the next day. You
may remember how Fortane favored me
then, Mr. Seyton kept you engaged, and .
Harding wont off alone. I wasintheterrace,
and it was easy to go down the face of the
bluff—the boat was moored at the foet. I
got in, kept along the shore, and, guite un-
goen, roached Mrs, Lee’s garden. . There
agoin Fortune favored me, for I found- Mabel
elone. . After a good deal of persuasion, I
induced her to take “a short row™ with
me. Once in the boat, I rowed rapidly
down the stream, to & place where, accord-
ing to my instructions, a carriage was to
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meet me.”—Here the same narrative which |

Mys. Gerland had given to Nowell was sab~
stantially repeated. Then the writer apoke
of the shock which Mabel's insarity had
been to him. “Ihad heard of her father,”

he said, *“and the result of the mesmeric ex-

periment proved how highly strung was her
own nervous organization, but I never for &
moment dreaded, or in the least degree
- anticipated, such a conclusion to my scheme

a8 this. I did not appreciate, in even the'

least degree, what such s shock to such a
mind would inevitably cause, I intended to
take her to Europe, and see what the phy-
sicians of France and Germany could do for
~her; but business arrangements delayed me
—nand this is the end. Perhaps it is better
80; perhaps my dream was only a dream,
and no love or care. could have won her
heart; but at least I would have striven
very hard, and I think I should have suc-
ceoded. If she ever recovers, and you live
<to marey her, remember this. Remember
how long I would have toiled and suffered
for one tithe of the love she gives to you—
and let the remembrance teach you some-
thing of her value.
“Now I have finished. Now you know
the whole story. Once more, as at the be-
" ginning, let me say that T do not mean to
ask your forgiveness; and also that I never
intended te injure you, ss it seems I did.
“Rarpe Arwgrin,”

That was sll. The dead man's signature
~written by his 'own hand—stood out clear
and black on the white paper, and, as Con-

" way gazed at it, something of the 0ld friend-
ship stirred suddenly at his heart. The
thought that, with all its faults and all its

* virtues, this soul stood now before the bar
of God, hushed on his lips any thing like
those execrations of which the letter spoke.
On the contrary, he laid his hand down up-
on the open page, and bent his head over it
rovercntly.

- % God forglve him ! » he said, half aloud.
“God forgive him—as I do!?

CHAPTER XXVIIL
INTO THE SUNLIGHT.

“ Pair,” gaid Mr. Seyton, as they walked
slowly along the atreet, a day or two affer-
ward, “ Phil, the doctors here give no hope
whatever of Mabel’s recovery; but I have
determined nof to rest satisfied with their
decision,”

Conway started out of a fit of abstrac-
tion, and looked at his uncle. Hope had so
enfirely deserted him, that he could not

but then it was not his part to echo the
opinion of the doctors, so he only asked,
with a sort of weary indifference—

“What do you mean to do, sir?” .

“I have been thinking about it,” said
Mr. Seyton. “1 mean to take her where
the best acience of the world is to be found
—in other words, to Paris.,”

“You mean to take her therat?

“Yes. If her mother will consent—and
I don’t think there is any doubt of that—I
will take her as soon as possible.”

‘Conwsay shook his head.

“T can’t see the good of it,” he said.
“Believe me, sir, the doctors in Paris will
tell you exaetly what the doctors in Oharles-
ton have done.”

“Then I will go to Germany, or to Lon-
don, or to anywhere else, where a medical
faculty exists,” said Mr. Seyton, firmly, “If

advice, and see if mesmerism, which erazed,
cannct also, by judiciows application, cure
her. You may be sure of one thing, Phil—
I shall never give up trying. Tt was you
who said that, when she was lost, and
despaired of her return: now our positions

‘are reversed. Now, you despair, and I

hope—I, by God’s help, yet mean to aceom-
plish that for which I hope.”

“Even so, sir,” paid Conway., “I ean-
not think you will succeed, but God’s help
be with you!l”

So it was settlod. Mrs. Lee readily
consented to any thing which held out the
faintest promise of ultimste cure; and it

was decided that she should retarn to Ayre,

conceive how Mr. Seyton still clung to it

all else fail, I shall even follow Dr. R—'s

INTO THE SUNLIGHT.

;vith Nowell, while Mr. Seyton sailed for
Furope with Constance and Mabel. For a
while, Conway made arrangements to ac-
company them; but the only ome of the
doctors who gave any encouragement to the
project negatived that at once. “T have
not much hope in the medical science on
the other side of the water,” he said; “Dbut
change of scene, and entire sepai‘ation from
all the assoclations comnected with her
malady, may perhaps right her mind in
time. There is no telling; but, at least, if
the experiment is made at all, it should be
fairty tested. Now, you are one of these
assoclations, Mr, Conway: and your pres-
ence must necegsarily recall a preat deal she
had better forget, since you are interwoven
with ail the events that have ended so Jis-
astrously. Therefore, once for all, you
most not accdbmpany her to Europe. You
must stay in America, or po to Asia or

Africa, if you degire, but you wmust not|

cross her path until she is entirely recov-
ered—if indeed recovery is possible, Un-
derstand that this is final.” It was not
8o final but that Conway stoutly rcbelled
against it, though he wag at last overruled.

“¥No, yon must stay,” said Mr, Seyton,
“ The doctor is right—I ean fully appreciate
that. If she recovers at all, it will be with
those whorn she has known all her life, and

who are not prominently associated with-

these things of which the doetor speaks,
Not another word, Phil l-—you mulst stay.”
Conway looked at Constance; but he
found no encouragement there, Her stead-
fast gray eyes met his with the same re-
golve in them, *You muat stay,” she said,

“Think for a moment of the harm your |

presence might do, and then you will see
the necessity as plainly as we. You must
stay.”

“PBut T mlght zo, and be within reach,
without seeing her.” .

“Impos«;ble. You would end by seeing
her, and- perhaps wndoing any good that
might have been done. No, the risk should

_ not be run ; and the Atlantic had better be

between you,”
“It must be between them,” said M.
Seyton.—

this, Phil. Go down to Beyton House, and

“Don’t lot me hear any more of

take care of things while I am absent, You
owe me that, I think: and yon ought fo
grow accustomed to your duties before they
are thrown for good and for all on your
shoulders, T have only one request to make
—don’t quarrel with Blake,”

“I think you may trpst me, sir.” In my
present mood, he might burn the house
over my head, and I should not questmn
the expedleucy of doing s0.”

' #Yon will gat over that, " said M. Sey-
ton; “especially if we are able to send you -
cheering news, I am glad Adela is in Parls,
8he will be able to assist us materially.
When we return, I shall bring her back
with me—for good.” -

The young man’s eyes seddenly softened
and moistened in a peculiar way they had.

“ My poor mother! " lie said, ““She will
bo overjoyed to see you, sir; and pray tell
her every thing. BShe has wonderful brains
for & woman, and can help you, I am sure.
Ag for me, if I must stay behind, like 4 use-
less log, I must—that is all,”

After this, preparations were hurried
forward, and in a few days the outward-
bound frio were quite ready. It was only
at the last moment that Mabel was told that
she was going, She made no difficulty, as
they had half feared  she would; but only
looked up at Conway with a smlle. T4 Are
you going, too?” she asked.

 Not now,’” he answered, with a sharp
pang; “ but you will not be gone very long ;
and, when you come back, I shall be waiting
for you. You must try and get well, The
gooner you get well, the sooner we shall
meet again, Remember that.”

“ But am I not well, now? What is the
matter with me? " ‘

“ The carriageis ready,” said Mr. Seyton,
breaking in sbruptly ; and, without answer-
ing her question, Conway led her down.

An hour or two later, ho stood on the
dock watching the steamer that bore her,
as it steamed out of the harbor. The last
face he saw distinctly was hers—still turned
toward him, and the land where he re-
mained, as she was earried faster and faster
away.

‘When he turned round, he was surprised
to see Nowell behind him, They had met
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before, but not cordially; and there was
-ground for his-astonishment when thelatter
said, *I have put my aunt in the carriage,
- ond gent her off, Mr. Conway; if you have
no objection, we.will walk back together.”

“ Qertainly,” eaid Conway; and, with
one last-glance at the vanishing steamer,
they turned awsay from the dock, and set
their faces cityward, They walked on for
soma time in silence, and then Nowell spoke
abroptly—spoke very much as Mr. Blake
iad spoken before him.

“T am not @ man who knows very well
how to do a graceful thing, Mr. Conway;
but at least I hope I know how to -do sn
honest one. Now, it has been on my mind
for some time to retract a good many offen-
sive things I gaid to you. Of course I dis-
covered long since that my suspicions were
entirely unfounded. You bore my charges
more patiently than might have been ex-
pected; and I now apologize for them, fully
and freely, If after this, you wish to re-

" gent them, I am 2t your service. If not, we
are never likely to be friends, bui at least
we need not be enemies.”

4] have not the least desire tou resent
them; I agsure you,” ssid Conway, smiling,
for the fire-eating proeclivities of the other
rather amused him, * They were very nat-

- ural, I think; only for once you let preju-
dice weigh more than proof. In your place,
I might have done the saine; and, if you had
charged me with the blackest erime in the
decalogue, T am sure I could forgive it
heartily, for I am not likely to forget that it
+was you, not I, who found her,”

Nowell bent his hesd,

"% Yeg, I found her,” he said, and there
was no little bitterness in -the tone. “I
found her—for you.” _

“God only knows that,” said the other;
“for He only knows whether or not she
will ever be herself again.” We can only

“hope; and meanwhile—I am sorry to hear
you say that we are mever likely to be
friends, Why not?"

“TFor o good many redsons,” answered
Nowell, s coldly as ever,
ing in common, for one. But, a5 I said be-
fore, we need not be enemies; and we can
at least respect each other,”

“Wa have noth-

“] am determined that we shall do more
than that; I am determined that we sha!l

-aleo like each other,”

Nowell smiled faintly in his dry, cold
way.

“You will sceomplish a prodagy then,”
he said. ‘It was a wise man who said first
that nothing is impossible, however ; twenty
years hence, we-may like each other, In
the mesan time, my duty is done, and I must
leavo you, for I have business here. Good-
day. n

He stopped as he spoke, in front of a
lawyer's office, and, before Cenway could do
more than echo his selutetion, vanished,

“ His duty done,” repeated the latter, as
he pursued his way. *I congratulate him on
that, for mine is yet to come. I must write
at once and make the amende honorable to
poor Oyril. I wonder if hie will ever forgive
me —and yet the fault was not mine, How
far astray we all went!”

How far, indeed; and yet slready the
down of the brighter day appeared ; already
the clonds of suspicion fled back into the
past —forsaking even that lonely grave
where, under the bloom of the magnoliss,
Ainslie slept,

Montha ‘rolled by, and still the SBeyton
party remained abroad, sending many bulle-
ting homse, yet apeaking gnardedly and cau-
ticusly of Mabel in all of them. The medi-
cal men gave very little hope, they sald, but
still did not absclutely declare the malpdy
incurgble, They prescribed perfect rest,
and entire absence from any associations
recalling the past. But of the future they

were ebsolutely reficent, and promised

nothing, She might recover, or she might
not ; the case was a singular one, and there
was little experience bearing. upon it. In
Mabel herself there was scarcely any change
reported, even when six' months had gone
by. She was still as gentle and passive
as ever, and still asked incessantly for
“ Philip "—that was all. At the end of the
year, Mr. Seyton left her and Constangs in
Paris with Mrs. Conivay, and came over for
Mrs, Lee. Then, once more, Conway pe-
titioned eagerly to accompany them baolk;

but his unole would not listen to it « We

INTO THE

“hope and trust she is somewhat better,” he

seid,. *“Bhe has ceased to mention, snd
geems to have forgotten you—which the
dootors think & good sign. We must not
tamper with her by any risk. Stay where
you are.”” 8o once more the chafing, impa-

" tient heart was left bebind in-its enforced

gquietude, while the others sailed away-—far
away, towsrd the distant city where Mabel
sojourned.

In the course of the next few months,
the letters grew more encoursging in their
tong. The docters began to give more de-
cided leave for hope: Mabel’s mind seemed

“to bo gradually olearing of its mist, und ae-

quiring something of the vigor of health,
Bhe, took inferest in her old occupations,.
and entered into amunsements and pleasures
with some faint shade of apprecistion,
She began-td recall very distinctly the things
and people of her past lifo—always ex-
cepting the period which commenced with
Conway’s arrival at Seyton House, and
ended with her own coming to Paris. When

the ‘second summer of her .absence. came

round, Mr. Seyton wrote that the doctors
preseribed travel and change of scene; so
the whole party wers going to Switzerland,
and thence to any place Mabel might destre.

From Switzerland the news grow even niore |
" cheering.

“*These glorions mountain re-
gions have seemed to do her more good than
any thing else,” iCongtance wrote. . * Her
first 7eal interest—by that, I mean intorest
which isnot merely simulated to giveus pleas-
ure, but.is . born of her own sensations—has
beenshown here. Sheischeerful always; and
sometimes even gay; but odcastonally that
dark cloud of melancholy steals over her, and
then I tremble. The danger isnot past yet.
But she can almost always be roused from
her depression, which was not formerly the
case; and she seems, at other times, to have
recovered much of her old sunny disposition.
Her physieal: health is, thank God, entnely
perfect.”

And so the summer passed, and, wlen
the fall came, instead of turning their faces
toward Paris agein, they went.on into Italy,
st Mabel's own request. The winter was
spent in Rome, andi, in the spring, they

: began for the first time to speak of return-
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ing home. Mabel was quife her old self, -
the letters which announced this resolution
said; had entirely reccvered, save in ﬂle
smgle réspect of totally forgetting the périod
of time before mentioned: . The_ efforts™to
load her memory back to. this had failed
vtterly. It was a perfoct blank—a- gpace
that seemed to have lapsed out of her life.
This weakness, the physicisns said, would
never be cured; but otherwise they pro-
nounced her mind to be once more perfootly
healthy and well-balanced. - 80 at lagt; two
years ond a half after she left Charleston,

‘Mabel was coming back to her native plase,

and the people of Ayra rejoiced over the
news a3 they might. have rejoiced over the
raising of one from the dead.

The returning party landed in May, and,
strangely enough, it was on the same day
of the month when Plilip Conway had
reached Seyton House three years. before,
that they entered Ayre. Ho who had borne
this long separation so well, had been for-
bidden to meet them, so he remsined at the
house, and was pacing the ifromt portieo
with impatien} steps, when a travelling-car-
riage drove up. By the time he reached
it, bis uncle was handing out u lady, and
the next moment he was in bls mother‘s
arms

Aft,er the first greeting, his questions
were all of Mabel, -How had she borne-it?
How had she stood the test of return} -

“ Admirably well,” his - mother. said,
“Bhe remembered every thing -perfectly:
and seemed deaply affacted by the joy. which
every one testified gt seeing: her. Despite
81l prohibitions, there was a perfect ovation.
of welcome, angd, in the midst of it, they
scarcely noticed me, who have not been
hers for twenty years or more,” :

“Ah, but you went away very differ-
ently, Adels,” said Mr Beyton, with & sigh.
“Yes, she has stood it better even than we
dared to hope, but the test will be when she
meets you, Phil. 1 tremble for the resuls.
I plmost fear we have done wrong fo try
It n

“No,™ said Oonwsy. “You have done
right. If her midd is perfectly restored,
there will be no danger. If nof, it is botter
to know it. The question is, will ghe recog-
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nize_me, or shall I have. to meet her as a
- gtronger$ ™ . '

"\ PBoth the othera shook their heads, They

sould mot tell that, Time would have to
‘show; and meanwhile he must be patient &
little longer, He could not see her that

day; she had had excitement enough; he |

muet wait antil the next.
- Bo the heart which had borne so much,
Bore also this last delay, which was porhaps
- the hardest of sil : But the next morning
- garly,-a message was sent into the town to
prepare Constance for hi§. coming, and bid
Yior arrange thet he should meet. Mabel, ap-
~ parertly at least, alone. A little later ke
entered the boat, and rowed past the gar-
dens where he had first met her, past the
island where the midsnmmer-night pavilion
yet stood, ‘past the willow-edged banks by
- which they had floated so often together,
utitil ho reachsd the well-known steps at the
foot of Mra. Lee's garden. Then, for the
first time, his hoart failed him. What if the
experiment should, after all, result disas-
trously? What if the shock should bring
back her insanity? He hesitated, falfored,
" almost fnrned back; might indeed have
done o, if he had not heard a clear voice
. lilting & song he knew well—a song Mabel
had often sung for him in the days that
geemed so very far away. It wes onlys
stanza that floated down to his oar, on the
soft May air; but, when it ended, his irres-
‘olution was gone. He forgot the weary
* yoars of absence, the long estrangeinent, the
ertel olond, thet had been between them;
he anly thought of her as he first saw her,
in the spring-tide freshness of her besuty

and grace. . The noxt moment he sprang ap
‘the steps, and walked along the garden-path.
Ho had not-gone far, before he stopped ab-
ruptly—she was there ! T

Yes, she was there, sitting on & low seat
benesth o rose-bush, as fair and fresh and
lovely” as his fanoy had pictared her, five
minutes - befora—sitting with the - tender
green of the folinge, and the tinted petals of
the blossoms, all around her—a vision that
might have stirred & heari of stone.

He paused, but she had heard his step,
and looked up. His heart seemead to make
one bound, and then stand still, for on the
next moment hinged every thing they hoped
or feared. She gazed af him*for an instant,
with -half wonder, halfatrugpgling recogni-
tion in her eyes. And then she held out
her hands with & ¢ry. “Philipl " she said,
and, when he sprang forward, she fell faint-
ing into his arms.

‘Instantly & group that had been am-
bushed in the arbor—(onstance, Mrs, Con-
way, and Mr, Beyton—rushed forth, in wild
alarm, But ho beckoned them back, and
beat over her, calling her name in every
tender tone. The swoon was very slight,
for, after a moment, she recovered sufficient-
ly to open her eyes and look at him—won-
deringly, it seemed.

know me?” I promised to meet you, and I
am here—yours, yours only and forever!”
Then a smile, bright as an .angel's, came
over her face.
- “Philip! " she repeated; and that was
all that she said, but it told every thing,

-and, ended their fears forever.

My love, my love,” he said, “do younot

"
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APPLETONS JOURNAL for 1872 will confinug to present & varied literature of &
clazg that unites entertninment with permenent walue, and to
Sustify ita reputdtion s a Journal of Axt. :

ITS LEADING FEATURES WILL BE:

AMERICAN LOGAI.I’I‘IEB AND SCENERY.—The serfes of Mustiated Papera depicting the Landseapes and
Placea in Amerlca‘ which have been so popular s feature of the JoraXat heretofore, wiil he continned, These nstra-
tons are tha result of & persons) search for the pleturesqua on the part of the artists, who for many months have trav-
ersed Giffsrent pectichs of the country, for the purpose of pecuring o series of fresh, vivid, graphic, sud thoroughly
truthful delineations of American loenlities. Hanzy Py, the most dlstinguished of our landseape-dravghtsman, will

glve hia time exclustvely to thia serfes.
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Portratis are of unusual excellencs in execution, and the Biogrephieal Sketches that sccompany them are from writers
well informod 28 regards thelr topies.

The author of “Morton House " and ¥ Valerle Aylmer,” the most siccessfnl of recent Amerlean noveTa, will conn
tribute short storles and sketches frequently during the year.

Juniax. Hawrsonxg, son of the distinguished romaneist, will continue to contribute poems and storfes fo the

JormwAr, This young writer exhibits, it 1 generslly conceded, not o little of that peenliar and original genius which '

hay made the neme of Hawthorne so fimous in English Kterature.
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R. H. Broppanp will farnish ooeasional b{ographies of the poets.
_ “LADY SWEETAPPLE; o, THREE TO ONE," a brilllant novel, by the anthor of “ Anuels of en Eventful
Life," will form the lénding sertal during the early part of the year,
| “GOOD-BY), SWEETHEART!" a novel of singalar charm and freshnogs, from the brifliant and vivacious pen
- of BropA Brovarrox, suthor of “ Red as a Rose 1s Bhe," ctc., s now publishing in its pages.
Profossor SORELE DR VERE, of the University of Virginia, will continve his series-of highly-entertaining papers on
popular gefence,
PEUGW Brnaox and Hexey Waze will contribute papers desaripiive of life, art, and plaeos sbrond,
. ArpERt WeBsTER, Jr, whose short storles have evinced eo mach power, will write exclusively for the pages of
ArpLETORS JOUENAL.
Gzores M. Towrs will furnish blographical papers, and m-ﬁe]es on topies of general nterest.
F. 0. C. Darrey will give from his graphio penctl a serlen of  Plotures of Character,” American and foreign,
Hmwpy T. Tromenuax, the distinguished esgayist and eritie, will contingo to farpish articlés on Hberature snd
blography.
Jonx Esren (ooks, of Virginia, Pavy H. Hatsg, of Georgh, ond B, B. GovLome (suther of ¢ The Maroorers™),
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A ‘narles of good-natured patires, under the title of *The Habits of Good Sociaty,“ from the pencil of Mr, Thomss

‘Worth, will sopply an amuning feature, -

Stores, Bkotohes, and Poems, may be oxpected from the lending perIodiml writers in Amerien; whatever I3 fresh,
vivid, animatad, ar valuable, will be secured fm- its psges, and no effort spared to render it the leading literary weekly
of America,

Tgatrated Papera upon the various subjects that pertain to the Pursuits and Recreationg of the People, whother of °

town gr eountry, will form a notnble feature in the JOURNAL.
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4ieb; the Atiantle Monthly, or the Galawsy, for ons year, on vecoipt of Y1.00. Applelons’ Journal and Littelle
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